BATS AUTOGRAPHED BY AUSTRALIAN TEST HEROES! 


MUST BE WON. LAST WEEK OF CONTEST. 


No. 1,277. Vol. XXXVI, EVERY SATURDAY. Week Ending September 6th, 1930, 


HARRY WHARTON & CO. OF GREYFRIARS IN DEADLY PERIL—— 


‘THE FIRST CHAPTER. 
‘A Bump for Bunter ! 


OQOOOSI! 
Z ‘The drone of the engine was 


low at first; but it grow louder 
ana louder, like the Bursing of « 
swarm of angry bees. 

Harry Wharton & Co, looked up at 
tho blue sky, abading their eyos from 
tho bright August sunshino. (| 

Billy Bunter, strotched luxuriously in 
‘a hainmeck on the, awn. opened bis 
sex with an alarmed blink. 

"1 say, you fellows—”" 

‘Tho roar of the engino was 


“I say, you follows, they can’t, land 
here!" eedaimed Billy Bunter. “Call 
‘out to thom to clear of I” 

“ Pathoad * 

Billy Bunter sat up in tho hammock. 
His little round eyes widened behind his 
big spectacles. ‘There had been tea on 
tho lawn; and Billy Bunter had done 
justico to that tea—moro than ju 
(hore was so much cako packod ai 
inside Bunter that the hammock hed 
soomed a haven of refuge. Bunter had 
sunk into it with a sigh of reliof, and 
was disinclined to move again. But 
he moved quite quickly as the plane 


But th» plane roso when it looked ar 
if disaster was inevitable, and roomed 
ut roof of 


must 
chimne: 
vanished past tho building. 

ry Wharton caught his breath 


forced landing, 
they moan by fiying so low?” 
“Some silly ass stunting !” growled 
Jopany Bull. 
“TP ik to toft him what I think of 
his “stunting!” growled Bob 


s0 loud, vo near, that it scomed Cherry. “The potty ass came 
noe aa ifthe plone was From cover of datkness, under shelter of witha an inch or two of 

shin on him. He subterfuge, merciless hand crashing.” 

Rrabbed his spectacles, jammed 3m te, of TANG ET tay, you fellow—" 


them on his fat little nose, and 
blinked round bim. 

“My hat!” exclaimed Bob 
Cherry. “That plane's flying 
jelly Tow” 


out for 
grinned Jobniy Butl 

Zaooo0om | 

“T say, you fellows!” howled Buntor. 

But the Famous Five did not heed 
Bunter. ‘They. stood, with rather 
startled eyes fixed on the aeroplane. 

Tt had como into sight over the tall 
troes of the park, flying so low that it 
geome almost to graze the treetops 
Tt camo on towards. Wharton Lodge 
with roar that was almost desfoning. 

“Must bo in, trouble and looking for 8 
Janding-placo!” said Harry Wharton. 
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your nappers!” 


WANG has sought to strike and has failed . . 
And now, like a bird of prey, swoops a 
desperate messenger of death trom the sky ! 


roared down towards the Jewn where 
the startled juniors stood. 
fy, hat!” exclaimed Nugent. 
“They'll hit the house!" a 
“Tho crashfulness will be terrific!” 
ejaculated Hurroo Jamsot Ram Singh. 
“Plenty muchee clash!” murmured 
‘Wan Lung. 
“"Look out 
For the moment it seemed that the 
rushing plane must strike the facade 
‘of Wharton. Lodge. Bunter blinked at 
it in horror. “Bunter had left no. stone 
unturned to land himself at Wharton 
se for the summer holidays. Now 
he-wished that ho hada’t 


“Oh, shut up, Bunter!” 

Pho zoom of the plane could 
still be heard, but it was out 
of sight beyond = Wharton 
Lodge’ now. ‘Tho | juniors’ 
hegrlshad boon boating very fork 

“Well, they're gone!” said Nugent. 

“Somebody was looking down os they 
passed over us,” said Harry. “I caught 
‘a glimpse of a taco” 

"So did J,” said Bob. “Thank good- 
ness it cleared the house! Why, hallo, 
hallo, hallo! They're coming back!" 

“Great pip! 

Zooooosecem t 


‘The ecropieno rose ito sight against 
ape ite thy beyond "Wharton Lodo, 
Slinbing. 

High in: tel sunshiad, Wqicaleds sod 
swept bask again over tho house,’ The 
Tost of the engine, that bad almost died 
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——WHARTON LODGE ATTACKED! 


away, deopened and intensified, Again 
a million angry bees scemed to bo 
buazing. 

“No likeot said Wun Lung, the 
Chineso junior of Groyfriars 
Romove. *Af6 no likes that plance !” 

“Mo no, likeo plenty too mucheo!” 
said Hop Hi, his brothor, ‘his almond 
eyes fixed on the circling plane. 

“Blessed if I like it either,” said 
‘Harry Wharton, “What tho merry 
thump can thoy be up to? They seom 
to be looking for troub! 

Over the roofs of the Lodge the plane 
swept, over the lawn where the junior 
stood” with upturned faces watch: 
‘and on towards tho trees of the park at 
# distance, ‘There, fying low, it circled 
‘ovor the trees. 

“I say, you fellows!” yolled Bunter. 
“Holp ine out of this hammock! I 
say, I'm not going to stay here to be 
smashed! Lond me a hand, Wharton I" 

“Don’t bother !” 

“Boast! Lend me a hand, Bob!” 


“Pil lend you « boot, if you don’t fi 


ahut up!” a Bob, without turn- 
ing his heed. His eyes’ were. fixed on 
the mysterious plano, which interosted 
him much more than William George 
Bunter did. 

“Wan Lung, you beastly heathen, lond 
me. bend.” 

‘Wun Lung grinned. 

“Mo lendee handes!” ho assented. 

Bunter’s request. was not couched in 
polite languago; but the little Chinee of 
Greyfriars wes an obliging follow; like- 

ise, be was much given to practical 
joking~cspocially with Bunter as the 
‘object. For_some reason, inexplicable 
to Bunter Wun Lung did not like and 
admire him as be ought to havo been 
liked and admired. “Perhaps Bunter's 
manners did not appeal to the junior 
from the Flowery Land, where they are 


MM gai! 


very particular in matters of pol 
Ress. 

“You helpce, Hop Hit” he said. 

“Mo holpce plenty muchee ” grinned 
Hop Hi. 

‘And the two Chinese, with cov 
winks at Harry Wharton & Co., hol 
Bunter. $0 did the Famous Five, 
Bunter did not find it easy to get out 
of a swinging hammock, especially 
Siter he lind loaded up with foodstulte 
rie jor disregard of the Plimsoll 


“Hold mot” he gasped. “Not my 
car, Fou heathon idfott Ow! Net me 
nose, you other heathen chump! Wow 
‘Take my arms, you silly fatheads 
Now hold the hammock, and I'll be out 
in_s jiffy! Yoooooooop 1" 

‘Buntor was out in lese than a jiffy. 

Bump! 

“Whoooop!” roared Bunter, as ho 
made a forced landing. 

Perhaps it was due to the way tho 
juniors helpod hina. Certainly, Bunter 
could have got out like that without 


ielp. 
Ho rolled in tho grass and roared. 
“Mo velly solly !” seid Wan Lung, in 
his eoft, voice. “Pool ole Buntee velly 
clumsy. 

“Plenty muchee clumsy!” said Hop 


You—you—son__beastly heathens” 
gasped Bunter. “You did that on pur- 
ose! Look here, Wharton—” 
“Dry up!” 
“Look here, if this is the way you 
allow a guest to be treated, I'm jolly 
‘ing here i” roared Bunter. 
2 treatment, ain't it, aftor pressing 


‘The roar of the approachin; 
plane cut short the How of 
cloquence, 


acro- 
junter’s 


MANDARIN’S VENGEANCE ! 


Fatt l 


Kit" 


wlll mt 


FRANK RICHARDS 


THRILLER. 


Ho gave one startled blink up at the 
flashing object against tho blue, his 
boltod into the house as fast as his fat 
little lege could carry him. Puffing and 
Blowing.” Billy Buntor vanished, into 
Wharton Lodge, unheeded by Harry 
Wharton & Co,, ‘who wero watehing tho 
moysterious. plano with a wonder that 
was now tinetured with alarm, 


THE SECOND CHAPTER. 
‘The Foe from Above ! 


ARRY WHARTON stared at the 
plane, catching his brenth, 
Tt had circled over Wharton 
Lodge, circled back to the park, 
and was now approaching the lawn, in 
front of the houso below the terrac, & 
sccond time, with a doafcning zoom. 
less tho pilot was insane 
cult to imagine what he was up to, 
It was evidently not w cato of trouble 
and @ forced fanding—tho plano was 
completely under control, It the man 
was stunting it was_a puzzle why ho 
had chosen Wharton Lodgo as the sceno 
of his stunts. Tt was hardly to be 
stipposed that a foolishly froliesome air- 
man was secking to give them a fright. 
But what ho was up to was a mystery. 
Again tho plane came rushing over 
the party on the lawn, looking, ar 
heforr, as, if it would tush into’ the 
building ahead. 
‘Then. sud 


sharply, through the 
roar of the engine, came a succession 
of swift staccato reports. 

Crack, crack, crack! 

Wharton gave a yell of amazement, 

Something’ struck tho tea:table only 
a few inches from Wun Lung, and 
smashed crockery right and left, “Some- 
Thing struck the ground et Whartor 
feet; somothing whizzed by Bob Cherry's 
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4 


0. closely that he felt the wind 

e vullet, and gave a horrified gesp. 

<ftey'ra Bring I" yelled Wharton, 

firing! Great pip!” 

“Hooksit! 

«ein the house shouted, Wharton. 
jan Lung—Hop Hi—quick! Run for 

ith Ran for your fives?” 

For as tho. bullets crashed and 
smashed’ on the level green lawn, 
Wharton knew! 

Tt was another altempt on the life 
‘of the Chinese junior—another blow 
from the hand of Tang Wang, the man- 
darin, in faroff Chinas 

Tt was a blow that was utterly un- 
expected. and. unlooked-for; even 
Ferrers Locke, with all the precautions 
he hed taken’ for Wun Lung's safety, 
Bad not auepected an attack froin the 
thy, 

‘Mon posted by the Baker Street deteo- 
tive wore watching the Lodge, guarding 

insta now attempt on the part. of 
Wang's emissaries, So ‘careful 
was tho watch that it was impossible 
for. an. enemy to reach tho ‘Chincse 
junior by ordinary ways. 

‘But even Locke had not foreseen tt 

“Hook itt” roared Johuny Bull. 

‘Tho juniors bolted from the "open 
lain to the shelter of the house. In the 
pen they ware uterly at the morey of 
the marksman in the plane,  ‘Truo, now 

‘object of tho 
so. that 
only cang’s life that was 
at,’ But bullets were no respecters of 
persone 

Wharton caught Wun Lung by the 


ar 
of 


ruessed +t] 


burried him alon; breath. 
peed. Bob Cherry -hali-carried 
Hop Hi. 
Crack, crack, crack, crack ! 


“Tho villains” panted Wharton. 

Now he know why the plano had 
flown low over tho lawn-—to make sure 
that the Chincso junior was there with 
the others before the onemy showed 
their hand, And knowing that he was 
there, tho’ plaoe had circled back, to 

‘over thom a second 
shower of whizzing bullets. 
the Greyitiars juniors ron for their 
ives. 

Crack, crack, erack ! 

Had tho marksman in the plano been 
givon timo—oven a few more scconds— 
there was no doubt. that ho would hav 
succeeded in his object, But the Grey: 
{riara fellows bolted into the house like 
rabbits into a. burrow, the bullets 
crashing round them as’ they ran. 

‘Tho door stood wide open, and the 
tall Bguro of Colonel Wharton appeared 
there as the Greyfriars fellows bolted 


in, 

“Good gad! —What—” 
the colonel, in amazement, 

‘Wharton’ crashed the door shut, A 
bullet sinashed on tho outside of the 
stout oak as it closed. 

‘Wun Lung! You're hurt 
‘The Chineo vas rubbing his cheek, 
and his yellow fingers caine away red. 
But he grinned cheerfully. 

“Plenty little sclatch !” he answered. 

(“Plenty small sclatchoo n> mattoc. 
‘That pidgin no good.” 

A bullet had grazed the Chinco's 
Wvory-yellow cheek, barely breaking the 
skin, 

““Phank goodness it's 
gagped Wharton, 

“But what—" exclaimed the atnazed 
colonel. 

“It’s an attack on Wan Lung—from 
4, plane, melo?” panted  Woarton. 
“thoy’re fring —" 

“Great, gad 

Tho firing had coased. 

‘Tus Mscner Lipzan 


exclaimed 


no worse I” 


It had only 
. 117%, 


ime with a he 


been a matter of seconds, The 200m 

ofthe plane died down. 
‘Colonel’ Wharton strode to a window. 
With startled 
ouschold now; even 
Wells, the butler, had departed a little 
from his professionat . _ Colonel 
Wharton looked out with a grim brow. 
The plane was Tow, passing over 
the park. It crossed the Wimford 
road, and the wood that lay ‘beyond; 
‘htnged his midis Seated bese, 4 

it circled back. 

Zeooom! 


‘The drone of the engine grow louder the 


again. 
7 1° said the colonel, betwe 
bin Bea” 23, between 


‘The juniors looked at one another. 
In tho intorior of tho house they wera 
ssfe from fire from tho plane, Wun 
Lung bad had 8 narrow escape from 
his determined enemies, but he had 
escaped. What was it that the enemy 
from the air intended now! 


the, howe. a 
evidently not going—il 
circling overhead, [ke an eagle about 
to pounce on ita pr 

“My only hat!” breathed Bob 
ry. ‘What—what’s their game 
now? Thoy—they can’t mean to come 
down, and—anc ” 

TP ly wet Wi they ld? We 

. ly well wis would } 
handlo the rotters fast enough, if they’ 
get within reach.” 

“Yes, rather!” said Johnny Bull, 

“Tho ratherfulnese is terrific.” 

‘Tho juniors listened to. the. bussing 
‘of the plane overhead. 
if the enemy was unwilling to leave the 
spot where his attack had come 20 near 
to success but had failed. ‘Yet he could 
not have hoped that the intended victim 
would venture from the shelter of the 


be 


in so Jong as the plane was 
nite ings ® 


‘Zooooom t 
“I—I—I say, you fellows !” stuttered 
Bunter. “I say, supposo—suppose—sup- 


cape 

‘Supposo what, fathead :” 

“Suppose they ‘drop a bomb?” stut- 
tered the Owl of tho Remove, 

Qh, my hat” a * 

rn your, suppotor off, ass!” sai 
Bob Cherry. ““Wo'd better not suppose 
anything of the find.” 

“Rot!” said Wharton. “It won't 
gome to that! They'd never dare! It's 
Wun Lung they want, not a whol 
household, and they're ‘not likely to be 
fixed for bomb-dropping. Rot!” 

3 


80, 0 
‘ald rot roots thc iP ostiosd 
ing thet there had been no 
accident. But it was going now. 
Fainter and fainter sounded the Tost 
‘of the engine. 

‘The juniors stared from the windor 
For in the distance they saw the plane 
against the sky, climbing. 

ft vanished at last beyond a mass of 
flecey whito clouds. 

Wharton drow  decp breath. 

“IPs gonol” 

“Good gad!” said Colone) Wharton, 
“Who could have believed it possible? 
‘The scoundrels! They shall be called 
to account for this 

io went to the telephone. 
“Luckily, there's po demage done,” 


THE MAGNET 


said Harry Wharton. “Only a few 
ergeke sgathed. Nobody hurt 


“Hallo, hallo, hallo! You're not 
burt, Bunter?” 

“Owl Yes! Owl” 

“What the dickens—” 

‘The juniors looked round quickly 


Bunter, He had been safe in the hou: 
before ‘the firing started. 

“How are you hurt?” exclaimed 
‘Wharton. 


re got = bump,’ 
“A bump?” ropented the captain of 
A, bump)” ro e captain o} 


“Yes. Those beastly Chineso heathens 
bumped me on the ground out of the 
hammock——" 

“You silly asst” 

Es » Wharton! I've got a 


‘nother to match it if 
up!” growled Johnny 


Tho amazing 
dod cansaccosstully. Hut 
there wero sorious feces now amgog the 
holiday party at Wharton Lod 

i de ar land of Cnn, tho 
Mandar Tang Wang wes pulling the 
strings. ‘Twice, hie ag tie 


ipge. Twice his agents had failed; 
Gu, at G: nid Fu Long, at 
Wharton Lodge, had tried and failed, 


jang.” And hore, at a diséa 
many’ thousands of miles, the power of 
tho' mandarin was felt~his vengeanco 

the footsteps of the 


rotect Wun Lung from 
his enemies st Harry Wharton had 
brought him home for ‘the school holi- 
daye. But the Re ay of tho Removo 
was beginning to doubt now whether tho 
Ghineso junior, after all, was safo at 
Wharton Lodge. 

Even Ferrers Locke could hardly 


guard him againgt attacks from the air 
‘man they had nover goon, yellow 
nian in a Jaroff land, had’ thrown a 


shadow over tho echodlboy party—tho 
shadow of death. ee 


‘THE THIRD CHAPTER. 
Bunter—and a Brick } 


ILLY BUNTER awoke. 

B ‘Ho sat up in bed and blinked 
in the darkness, and groped for 
the switeh of the shaded road- 

ing-lamp ot the head of the bed and 

turned it on. 


Te vas past midnight 

‘The Owl of the Remove, for once, 
as not slocping soundly.” Generally, 
Bunter was good for a solid twolve 
hours, or longer, if he was left alone. 
But, circumstances alter eases. 
‘attack from the seroplane had 
worried Bunter. He was not deeply 
troubled about tho danger of tho 
Chinese junior, ‘The danger of the 
thor fellows dig not worry him unduly, 
But danger to his important and portly 
self wes-a serious matter. ti 

at was, in fact, a matter requiring 

tho deopest and gravest consideration. 

Bunter’s netural idea had, been ‘to 
depart and shake the dust of Wharton 
Lodge from his fat fest. But there 
were difficulties in the way. 

His pator had tipped him tho unusual 
tip of three pounds, on tho clearest 
possible understanding that he was to 


EVERY SATURDAY 


spend the rest of the vacation with his 


school friends, Mr. Bunter was not 
likely to display delight if his hopeful 
son returned suddenly home. Ho was 


Vikely to display, something quite dif- 
foront from dolight. 

Except for those beasts who were 
after that beast, Wun Lung, and the 


danger that ocrued, Bunter was 
taaking himeoll very’ comfortable at 
Wharton Lodge. really did not 
want to go. : 

‘Aftor ‘ali, the plano had vanished. 
Tho polico’ had taken up tho matter; 
novoral pianos from tho sir camp wore 
Tooking for the man who had Gown over 
‘Wharton Lodge: very likely the boast 
would nevor daro to como back and try 
fon the same gamo again. Indeed, the 
tamo game would be futile, for the 
‘Chinoso junior was now on his guard 
and unlikely to venture from 
shelter. Bunter hoped that it was “all 
lear,” and s0 he stayed. 

Bub his fat mind was not easy. 

Ho dreamed of warplancs crammed 
with yellow mon, of the benging of 
Fil, "and’ tho grinding of | machine- 
gubs; ond his slumber was troubled. 

Ho woke at last and sat_up in bed 
and turned on the light. Ho reached 
toa little table that stood beside the 
bod. On the table was a box, and in 
that bor was comfort for tho ‘sleoples 

vel. 

Tt was Bunter’s custom to annex a 
eake to take up to.his room, in caso ho 
should got hungry in the night. Seldom, 
indeed, did ho wake to devour the cake 
very seldom. "But it was nice to scof, 
it in the morning before breakfast. A 
cake never came amiss! Tt wes impos- 
tibla to havo too much of # good thing. 

‘Now, sleopless for once, Bunter ‘was 
glad thet he had supplied himself with 
Solid comfort, ‘To sit in, bed and ost 
three pounds of plum-cako was, after 
all, beppiness. 


‘Ho opened the box and groped in It 
for the cake. 
‘Then.a sudden change came over his 
fat, countenance, 
“Oht Boast!” gasped Bunter. 
‘There was no cako in the box! 
stead of & cake there was @ brick! 
Bunter blinked at the bri 


In 


Bricks are very usoful articles. They 
serve many useful 


purposes. But they 
‘aro not edible. 


“Beast!” hissed Bunter. 
His fat face was crimson with, wrath. 
‘He was hungry—that was Buntor's 
perpetual state.” Hle could not eat 
Prick, “That was impossiblo—even for 
unter, 
glared at the brick. 
That heathen beast!” hissed 
Bunter., 
‘Wun Lung, the Chinee, was as full of 
tricks as a monkey. From helping 
Bunter to bump out of a hammock, to 


roplacing his midnight cake with 
brick, Won Lang was capable of any- 


the awful beast !” gasped Bunter. 
He had no doubt that Wun Lung 
was tho culprit. Indeed, he remem- 
Bored having scon tho little Chince sus- 
piciously near the door of bis room at 
one time duting the evening. ‘This was 
the sort of thing that a benighted 
heathen considered funny. 

Perhaps it war funny, in a way, but, 
if 20, the fun was entirely lost on Billy 

unter. 

‘Ho sat for several minutes glaring at 
tho inedible brick. “He would have 


boon glad to, bang that brick on Wun 
Lung’s pigtailed bead. 
“Beast! 


Bunter crawled out of bed. 

Ho could not sleep—ho was too 
hungry to sleep! Dissppointment had 
made his appetite keener. Supper was 
hours old; and at supper he bad not 
eaten 50 much a3 usual, owing to the 
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about that beastly 


16 His appetite, in fact, ha 
been quite spoiled, and he had eaten 
hardly, enough for three. . 

Ho jammed his spectacles on his fat 


sorry, on his 
aeroplane. 


Jittle ‘nose, breathing hard. He took 
fhe brick in his hand and cropt to the 
joor. 


The brick flew from 
Bunter straight towards 
‘Wun Lung’s head. Bnt 
it never reached its 


Dillet. Instead, thore 
was @ startled gasp from 

a shadowy gure thal 

was yy the 

Won, Lung’s room was next to 
Pan Ea ing to have that 
an ‘Lung was going to have thi 
brick back |” Ho was going to. got it 


whero tho chicken got the chopper— 
w was in the neck. Bunter was 
not, naturally, vengeful, But there are 
somo wrongs ‘which will stir the most 
Sluggish mature to vengeance; and this 
‘was one of them. 

Quietly, tho fat junior opened 
door. 

It was very dark in the passage out- 


his 


fide. “The rooms oocupied by the Grey- 
friate follows were all on one passage. 
The passego was dark, a palo glimmer 


of starlight falling in’ from a window 
Whioh looked out over « level, leaded 
roof. 

‘Banter tiptocd along tho passage. 
His bare feet made no sound, and dark- 
ness enwrapped hitn like a, garment, 

Tf ho had not known which was Wun 
Lung's room, he would havo been 
guided to it by a lingering soont of an 
fromatic incense. Wun Lung and Hop 
Hi oceupied the samo room; and in 
that room they carricd out queer cere- 
monies that made. the Greviriars fel. 
lows smilo—privately. ‘They did not, of 
course, smilo openly. Fellows had’ to 
respect tho customs of foreigners, queer 
a8 they might seem. Tho Chinese 
juniors attached a solemn importance to 
the burning of joss-sticks, which was 


apparently. some sort of religious 
‘ecremony. ‘ 
Thero was always a “nif” of 


incense-sticks sbout Wun Lung's room, 
‘Tae Macxer Lurany.—No. 1,171. 
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Sometimes the burning of joss-sticks was Propit og ns irits by burning 
accompanis i atic fore ‘tablets inseribed wi 
SEER hin, the juniors Larned, wat their names. “And the screen befara his 


to searo away 


spine, At Grey 
friars, Wun Lung had to conform very 
considerably to” the customs of the 
country which, in his heart of hearts, 


like all Chinamen, he regarded as such stuff was » mystery to his friends; 

barbarous. but a fellow's beliefs were entitled to 
For instance, at Groyfriars, he had respect, 30 Harry Wharton & Co. 

to sleep in the dormitory with a crowd politely kept their own opinion to them- 

‘of fellows, and putting up screen selves. 

there to keep devils out would have 

been imposibte. 


‘But in his own room at Wharton 
Lodge Wun ‘ould do as he liked; 
‘and there he took the usual Chinese pre- 
cautions a vila. 

Taside his room, 9 few feet from the 
door, a tall screen stood. ‘This kept 
devils from entering. 

‘Bob Cherry bad inquired why the 
devile couldn’s walk round the screen. 
‘He had learned that devils always go 
‘on straight lines, and never think of 
turning corners. So, although there 
was ample room for any fellow to walk 
round the soreen, a devil would never 
think of doing it. ring the room 
with felonious intent, a devil, finding 
the screen in the ‘would retire 
baffled. Bob had expressed the opinion 
that, Chinese devils must be terrific fat- 
heads to bo mm 60 easily as all that. 

‘Wun Lang was a very keen and in- 
lelligent oy. Westorn learning camo i 
tasily to him. Ind follow who 
oul 


10 starlight fell in at the window, 
hero was light enough for Bunter, 
in softly, and paused at the 


sleepers. 
faint” sound 
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one of the Chinese juniors had stirred 
inhi sleep. 

‘But Bunter was cautious, He was 
going to land that bridk on Wun Lung 
‘without bagging a punch on his fat nose 
in return. 

Silently he put his hoad round the side 
of the. toreen, to poor towards Wun 
Lang's bed. ‘The bed was in the shadow, 
neat the wall farthest from tie window. 
But Bunter knew oxactly where it was. 
More than once ‘he bad’ explored Wun 
Lang's room, in search, of the Chinese 
aweetmeats which Mr. Wan Chung Ling 
tometimes snot his sons from Chine, 

His at Sond wan raised, with tho 


“tater grinned 
junter grinned. 

‘The hed, he knew, was about nine 
fect away. He celoulated. carefully. 
The was going to drop on Wun 
Lung, and certainly it was likely to 
startle him, and no doubt cause him to 
regret that ho bad lett, it in Bunter’s 
room in place of the oake. 

hist 
he brick few. 


What happened next made Bunter 
onder if ewan ino grip of « nih: 
‘There wat #. sudden, 
Jal, ortaialy ma in, th vol 
oT'From the shadows roond the 
beds Sguro started. There “was & 
litter of slanting eyes and the Seah of 
© knife. "One fend. of the shadowy 
Bure held tho Knife, the other was 
retsed to the back of @ hoad where the 
brick had struck, ‘That head had been 
in the line of firo, and it had stopped 
the brick 
‘Bunter stood dazed. ; 
The Bgure leaped towards him across 


the room. He had a, glimpse of 
wildly startled and ferocious face, sl 
ing oyes that blazed. o knifp that Bashed 
in the starlight, With « yell of terror, 
Bunter bounded back into tho passog 
THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 
A Mystery ! 


w ELPY" , 
Fy Basen sean yell rane 
through Wharton Lodgo. 


Five startled juniors woke 
instantly and bounded out of bed, But 
before the Famous Five awoke at 
Bunter’s wild yell, Wun Lung and Hop 
Hi ware out of Bed. 

janter stay ‘along the passage, 
atiricking. "He was almost out of his fab 
wits with terror. 

‘Only too well he knew what it meant. 
It was an enemy of Wun, Lung, who 
was in the Chineso junior’s room. Tt 
was a terrible deed that Bunter, all 
unconsciously, had interrupted. 
the man had gained admittance was a 
mystery; but he was there, ‘The bri 
intended for Wun Lang had struck him, 
‘and ho was leaping after Bunter like 2 
‘wild beast., No doubt it did not cross 
tho wretch’s mind that he had, been 
interrupted by chanco; he supposed him 
self discovered and attacked. 

Help!_ I say, you fellows, help!” 
shrieked Bunter. 

‘He rushed along the passage, Behind 
himn‘ho heard pattering footsteps. 

‘The man was behing him, 

“Yarooh! Keep off! Help!” 

Bunter passed his own door, and 
rushed into Harry Wharton's room. Ho 
crashed into the captain of the Remove, 
who was already out of bed. 

“Ow! Oooh! Help!” 

“Ob, my het! What—" 

“Help! Murder! Chinaman! 
Murder! “Help!” spluttered Banter. 

“You fat idiot—” 

“You-ow-ow! Keep him off! Help!” 

Bunter plunged headlong" undee 
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Wharton’s bed and crouched there, palpi 
tating with terror. 

‘Wharton flashed on the light end ran 
* Otter deo ready a 

jer doors were already open, an: 

Bob Cherry had switched on the light 
in, the passage, 

“Groat pip!” gasped Wharton. 

He had & secon slimpse of a figure 

ng the distance towards the 

stairs. Tho unknown had not been pur- 
suing Bupter, as the fat jumior had ae 
Pe He had been running for 


“QVBatton glimpsed the Raure only { 
ton glimpsed the figure only for 
‘was gong ‘The sound 


a second; then 1 
floated back of a man leaping down the 
dark staits, two or three at @ time. 

# Hallo, hallo, ballot” 

“at the stump 


‘Something's happened—” 
“Wan Lung!” a5 sped | ‘Wharton. 
‘He raced along to nese juntor's 
room, his comradea at Fe heck the 


ight was on there. Wun Sung and heed 
h were out of bed. Wun Li had a 

‘curved Chinese knife in his hand; Hop 

Hi ‘was grasping. @ poker. 

vere roe relief ‘he saw that they 


re not hurt 2”? he 
ppate att ght atta Wan Lune 
Wind 's happened ?”” 


Bit °° who ehat—eomeone’s, been 
hiorol” exclaimed Wharton.” “I saw 
snc, by stairs.” 

‘Wun Lung picked up tho brick. 

“What gant 

“Blick!” enid tho Chinese junior. 
“Mo sary ie oll, ae atten this 
blick ‘in fat’ Buntoo foom,takeo away 
akeo. But me no savvy how, this bli 


comey this place. Bunteo— 

Pate ask the fat idiot” said Jobnay 
Ho was up to Something, an 
ightened in the dari 
net Mwomebody exclaimed 
Wharton. “Hark!” 

‘Thore was  orashing sound below. It 
was the crash of window. ‘The man 
hi ton bad soon was evidently making 

is oscapo by, win ywastairs. 

That" ejaculated Bob Cherry. 


Whats all thist” It was the 

1 ari 

op of Colouel Wharton. “Ho appeared 

Inthe doorway, ine acon a 
fs rovolver' in his band. “Harry, 


's beon here, uncle,” said 
fo ran, downitairs,, and T 
govout ole wind 
thought someone, passed tse in the 
dark, But you aro safe, Wun Lung? 
“Plenty safeo, sit.” 
“But how was the alarm given?’ 
“Buntor—Bunter was up to some- 


thi 
“PEihore is he?” 


“Tn my room,” anid Barr. “Hiding 


jou're 
at I 


say, are you suro—” 
*'stand up, you young donkey!” 


‘grunted the colonel. 


‘Bunter crawled to his fect. He 


‘Wharton {Pi 


blinked uneasily et the 
behind the colonel and 
juniors. 
“Now tell me what, happened,” 
rapped out, the colonel. ~ Quick” 
I woke up——" gasped Bunter. 
“You went to Wun room’ 


ie! besst had put # 
brick hore, instead of my cake. I—I 
‘went to chuck it at him—ob dear—and 
—and it bit else—ow! He 
jomped towards me—wow—and he had 
knife—ow! IE say, you fellows, are 
Jou sure he's gone’ 
Tan gel Gen Gen hakcaal wary 
doubttally. 
“You say you saw someone, Harry 
“A-man running for the stairs,” pan 
Wharton. “He was gone in a second. 
Ho must have broken a window to get 
rd” 


open doorway. 
je group of 


out. We 
“But ho ox 
claimed tho eolonel, “Every door 


every window is fastened, secured: 

“Ow! Tho ‘window outside is 
el sasped Bunter. "There was ® 
‘The colonel stepped into the passage. 
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A LAUGH FROM THE 
EMERALD ISLE! 


Joho Cray, of 44, Crest 

William ‘Street, | Cork, 

Trelands sende‘tn the following 

effort and wint a penknife. 
Here it is— 


sltgageton St 80 the 
arte got, aways has 
BRa you guard cin "the 


teancee ? 
‘Constable : 


‘Counts Yes, 
gle} bul t think he must 


fot’ by one of the exits! 


HA,HA, HA! THAT'S THE 
STUFF TO GIVE "EM. NOW 
A SHOT AT A JOKE 
YOURSELF. 

Note :—Alll Jokes rt Limericks 
should be sent to: c/o MAGNET, 
5, Carmelite St., London, E.C.4, 


Sum ANE 
“3 of did not 
cngn Tae inde Bhs etc” 

°FNot Oh, no!” 
silly *! 


“It was open when I 
quavered Bunter. “One of you 
asses, with your rotten eilly idoas about 
fresh air—ow !” 


“None of us 
unola,” said Haney. as eee 
jo bow have been opened 
Flom outside. “Nobody could get op to 
the roof—ite imposible. That win- 
dow nly looks over the roois—nobod: 
‘could possibly get there from outside 
cannot understand it!” Tho 
colonel closed and fastened the win- 
dow. “It is « mystery how the man 
‘We must search 


‘open 


uo nnunnauennann 
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that window, 


formorgow! Come, me must search the 
use,” 
“Tsay, you fellove—" 
“You, may as well 
Bunter,” eaid Colonel 
“You are in no danger.” 
“Oh, really, sir— 
“Benet Laid tho colonel, to the 
others. 
Elly, Banter boltod back to his room, 
Ho looked under tho bed, looked in the 
wardrobe, looked up the chimney, then 
Tocked tie door, and drew a settce 


back to bed, 
fharton curtly: 


7 
against it. ‘Then, at last, he rolled into 
bed, the it was a long time before 


bis ‘eses closed in slumber. 

‘Mesowhilo, tho house was searched. 
A broken window was found on the 
ground floor. But other trace of the 
mysterious visitor thero was none, and 
the chums of the Remove could’ only 
wonder how he had gained admittanco 
to the house. ‘how. returned to bed at 
last, but there was little more sleep that 
night for anyone at Whaxton Lodge— 
with the exception of William George 
Bunter. ‘And Bunter, dreaming of 
Cuissase and Saahiog’ halves racial 
and groaned dismalty in his sleep. 


THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 
Ferrers Locke at Work ! 
LOCKE _ listened 


ERRERS is 
F quietly. ‘There was rather 
grim, expression on the taco of 


Ho had received the colonol’s tele- 
pig call carly in the, morning, and 
ad come down to the Lodge. ar once, 
rasa tell fo ai to we hin” There 
was somethi something thet 
jired conde fence in the mere iprevence 
‘of Ferrors Locke. 

Colonel Wharton gave him a succinct 
account of what. had happened in the 
Right, and of the weroplane attack the 
Previous. afternoon. Locke. fistened 
without interrupting wt 

“Wan, Lung, hes. hed 
gscapo!” said’ tho dotoctiv 
Fels not too much to say that he ow 
his life to Buntor's absurd rat, Ge 
‘not the man been interrupted—— 

‘The colonel shivored &. itil 

“Te ie terrible, Me. Locke! After 
all the precautions that have been 
taken——’ 

We are dealing with desperate and 
determined men, sir!” said ke, 
“Brory, precaution hs been taken, and 


@ narrow 


yet 

“Yet the houso was entered in the 
night.” 

“Quite cof Ihave, howover, ques- 
tioned the men I left’ posted to watch 
tno house, They are assured that no 
one, approached, the house during the 
night—or left it,” enid Locl 

tonel Wharton opened his eyes. 

“The man who entered must, evi- 
dent, have approached the house,” he 


“Dossibly.” 
“And 5 be ox 


stand at, wala Colonel Wigston, with 
touch ‘of testiness in his manner. 
“The man came—the man is gone! 
suppose he did not fly hore and fly 
away?” 

Eercory Locke emilog faintly. 
“Tho formet, very likely, the Inter. 
Leannot say,” he answered quictly. | E 
have overy confidence in my men—they 
are old hands at the game. I have 
faith in their roport that no one entered 
the house by any ordinary approach, 
and Tam certain that, if a fugitive 
had left it, they would havo seized 
upon him.” 

"You do not mean to imply that he 
ia still here, Mr, Locke?” 

«Why not” caid Ferrers Locke. 
“Good gad! You do not imagine 
that omitted to search the hous, after 
Seok So bocarrtces | coslatmed Golondl 
Wharton. “Every servant was roused 
‘Tue Maoser Lrsraey—No. 1,177. 
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they end J, my nepbey end his 
friends, searched the placo from top to 
bottom. Every, room, every passage, 
ongiy ellar—" 5 

‘am suro of it! But let us begin 
at the beginning,” seid Ferrers Locke 
vanquilly. “‘The man broke a down- 
stairs window--to escape, aa you con- 


think 9 

Colonel Wharton drew a deep breath. 
‘Your words imply, sir, that the man 
is atill hore, in ‘of the rigorous 
iat was made!” he said, rather 


iat ia what wo. must ascertain, 
and without delay,” said Ferrers Locke. 
"Tho old gontloman gave a faint grunt. 
Ho admired tbe great detective and 
had great faith in him, but this seemed 
to Colonel Wharton not only impossible, 
but vergi ‘tho absued, 
the matter isin 
“Tf the man is 


ba gla 
“Patience, 
Hl see!’ You 
ing but the broken windo 


a thing 1” 
“Ne window opened-untastened—" 
“A. rool window,” said, the colonel, 
“But ‘thet must bave been opened 


thovghtlessiy ‘and left open, Tt loka 

out on to a leaded roof, qui 

ble from the ground, 
Ferrers Locke rote to hi 


10 said. Let mo see 
without del 
1 "Please come with mo.” 


his hand into his pockot 


Locke gravely. 
to suggest it, sin.” 

“Good god!” said the colonel. How- 
gran, be took, his revolver from, @ 
avver, slipped it into his pocke 
and left the library with the Baker 
Street detective. 

Haney Wharton & Co. were still in 
the ‘hell, Locke made the juniors 
eign to follow as they went upstairs. 

jolonc! Wharton led the way t 
passage, off which the rooms occupied by 
Ci Or eke 

fo stopped at the window, which was 
now closed and fastened. 

‘Locke did not immediately open it. 

Ho drew the curtain asido, and 
looked ‘out through the panes. 

‘Outside the little dormer window was 
a flat, leaded roof, extending about 
yards, with a chimney-stack rising in 
the contre of it. 

Lower down were the slanting, tiled 
roofs of the rest of the building; but 
the leads were unconnected with them, 
and on every side the drop was sheer. 

“Well, sir?” said Colonel Wharton, 
rather grimly, “You will seo that this 
section of the roof is quite inaccessible 
Tre Maoxcr Lisrany.—No. 1,177. 


to a climber from outside. It cen only 

be reached from inside the house.”: 

“Or from above,” said Locke. 

“Eh? 

“T think I remember, on 8 former 

seeing pigeons gathered om these 
our nephew feeding 


‘There are no pigeons on the roof 
remarked Locke. 


‘Quite!” assented Forrers Locke. 
Tt might not, however, be so easy to 
return! 

ee 

“Perhaps you will soon, sir,” said 
Locke. $ 

THe opened the window, snd pro- 
ceeded fo make © careful examinstion 
of the outside of the sash. The 
colon watched him blankly; the 
juniors exchanged wondering glances. 

jow the intruder the previous night 
had entered the house was @ mystery, 
unless he had forced in the window 
which he had afterwards. broken to 
make his escepe. That was strange 
enough, for il the window had already 
hheon’ forced, there scomed mo reason 
for breaking it to get out. But it 
seemed tho ‘only potable “explanation 
tothe minds of the juniors. 

But that this dormer window had 
been 9 1d from outside seemed 
wildly im ible, A single glance 
was cnough to show that no one couk 
have climbed to the leads. 

‘Yet Locke was evidently looking for 
signs of the dormer window having 
been forced from outside. 

“What's this game?” murmured Bob 
Cherry. "The Sporteman couldn't pos: 


sibly havo got in thiseway.”? 
Srook his bends” 


Wharton: 
“Locke knows something,” murmured 
Nugent.” “I-can jolly well seo it in his 
‘But I'm blessed if I undorstand |” 


The understandfulness is not tor- 


glover codger.” 
grinned Bob. 
is examination very 
iftly, aud turned to the colonel. 

‘The window was forced, from out- 
side, sir,” ho said quietly. “There are 
perfectly plain traces of the instrument 
that was used to force the catch. 
Whoever entered this house last night 

in by this window, 

“Then you must tell us how he 
reached that roof, Mr. Locke,” said the 
colonel, “For "he could ‘not have 
reached it without wings.” 

“He had wings, sir.” 

oper 


wings,” said 


you 
“Tho—the 


avo 


Vun Lung, 
the plane, failed! But 
another card up his sleeve. The piano 
hovered “over the house, sing low, 


if chitaney-stack, 
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secure from observation, #3, of course, 
everyone was Keeping inside tho house, 
Either by means of = parachute, or by 
sliding down @ rope, man landed 
from the plane on this roof.” 

“Good, gad!” 

“Ho ekulked in tho shelter of the 
chimneg-stack till dark,” said Locke 
“After that he had only to wait in 
perfoct safcty till all was quict, It 
was child’s play to force this window, 
and no doubt he found it easy enow 
to pick out Wun Lung’s room.” Locke 
smiled. “He had only to follow his 
nose. 

“'The—the plane!” stammered the 
colonel. “Good gad! II nevor 
thought of that—never dreamed of it, 
Tbe man must have had a nerve of 
iron. 

‘No doubt.” . 

“Tt seems scarcely possible—" 

“Yet it is the fact, for thie window 
has been forced from’ outside, And as 
you have remarked yourself, the leads 
could only be reached on wings, But 
that,” added Ferrers Locke quietly, “is 
not all. ‘The man is sill there.” 

“Oh crumbs!” gasped Bob Cherry. 

And ‘every eye was turned blankly 
on Ferrers Locke, 


‘THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 
‘The Man on the Roof! 
OLONEL WHARTON tugged, at 
¢ his prized moustache, sarin 
at the 


man from Baker. Stree 
he could 


as if rdly beliove 
ware. 
Mr. Locke, you are serious?” he 
stuttered, ‘ 
“Tet is not a joating matter, 
“ But—but—”" 
“Still, thero!” gasped Harry Whar- 
ton. “Thore, hiding behind that 
Me. Locke?” 
“T have no doubt of it.” 
“Groat pip!” inurmured Bob Cherry, 
“Tho piplulness ip terrific!” 
the 
jew saw him run- 


“But, Mr. Lool gasped 
“My 
We heard the 


colonel, 

ning down the 

crash of a window below. ‘Tho window 
was found broken; the men was 
gone |” , 

“The man, sir, know quite well that 
the house was watched outside by mon 
not likely to let him escape,” aaid 
Locke, “Tho smashing of the down- 
stairs window was a trick. Ho did not 
leave the, house.” 

“But—but the search” 

“I should imagine that tho scarch 
did not bogin immediately, sir,” said 
Locke, “for, evidently, according to 
my theory, the man had time to creep 
back up the stairs, and get through 
this dormer window to the roof out- 
bres 


bed _the 
“Oh, 
“But 
minutes,” 


was 
said 
“Thon ‘wo went. 
search the 
"Quite #0, And those minutes were 


8 matter of 
Colonel Wharton. 
down in a body to 


enough for him,” said Locke.“ Prob- 
ably his Grst thought, on being dis 
covered, was sinply to’ get out of reach 
to make his escape from instant cap- 
ture. But ho know—must have, known 
=that escape from the house by way 
of the grounds was impossible, For 
there is ‘no doubt that these rascals are 
well aware of tho precautions that have 
been taken, ‘That is why they used 
the aeroplane. Having ‘given the im- 
pression, by smashing the window, 
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that ho had eseaped downstairs, I 
imagine that he crept back up. che 


stairs, and tho few minutes you wero 7 


‘occupied in your nephew's room gave 
hin his opportunity of getting back 
to his former hiding-placo—bebind the 
chinmney-stack yonder.” 

But—” gasped the colonol. 

‘Harry Wharton & Co. wore silent. 
With ail their faith in the Baker Street 
detective, thoy found it hard to beliove 
that the attempted f the night 
boforo was still within the precincts of 
Wharton Lodge,, that ho was, at that 
very moment, skulking within a fow 
yards of th 

Billy Bunter winked at the other fel- 
lows. Bunter, at, least, was not con- 
vinced. ‘That, indeed, was proved by 
his remaining ‘on the spot. Had Bun- 
ter believed ‘that a murderous enemy 
‘was only a few yards away, Buntor’s 
fat legs would have been already. in 
zapid motion at the rate of about sixty 
m.p.h. 

“T aay, you follows, that sounds jolly 
thick, docsn’t it?” said Buntor, in » 
whisper—a stage, whisper. 

“Silence. sir!” rapped out Colonel 
Wharton, with a frown. 

“Oh, really, sit—" : 

“Silence! ‘then it is your opinion, 
‘Mr. Locks, that the scoundrel is actu: 
ally lurking almost within reach of 


“You have not forgotten that these 
leads are_a favourite haunt of your 
Pigeons. I can seo somo of thom et 
Uistanes, Not one has set foot on th 
roof. ‘They have somo reason for keep- 
ing ‘clear of their favourite haunt.” 

“Oh! gasped the colonel. 

Bob Cherry squeezed Wharton’s erm. 

“Some detective |” he whispered. 

“But—but his object, sir—" ejacu- 
Inted the colonel. 

Locke shragged bis shoulders. 


“‘To evade capture, in the first place. 
‘to wait and. watch for ¢ 
at, his attempt on the 


middle o ; 

“ After he had done the deed for which 
he one not Bekoxe 20 doubt he 
would attompt to fight his way out, 
Enife in. band,” raid. Ferzers Locko, 
“Not before—for the Mandarin Tan; 
‘Wang te well served. Hed be escaped 
from the house downstairs last night, 
he would not haye ecoaped my men, 
think. But it is certain, from their 
report to me, that he did not make the 
attempt. He is here.”” 

‘The colonel drew @ deep breath. 

“Then it only remains——"” 

“To seize him,” said Ferrers Locke. 

The detective’s automatic was in his 
hond now, end ho leaned from the 
dormer window over the leads. 

‘Billy Bunter gavo him e startled blink 


through his big spectacles. It dawned 
upon Bunter that there was, after all, 
danger in the air. 


“Hook it, Bunter I" said Bob Cherry, 


armed, 
faroool 1”? 
Bills Bunter bolted down the passage. 


surel 


Orack 1. Colonel Wharton's 
gun spoke first, and the 
Chinaman crumpled fo tho 
Teads, his revolver spinning 
from his hand 


i 


jolly well going to lend « 
hand, sir, if thoro’s a scrap!” oxclaimed 
Bob Cherry. - 

Ferrera Locke smiled. 

“By all means,” ho said. “But stand 
back out of tho line of fire, It is very 
probablo that bullets may be flying in 
at this window soon, and I should not 
like vou boys to stop any of them.” 

“Stand back,’ said the colonel. 

‘Tho juniors ‘reluctantly moved. back. 
Forrers Locko and Colonel Wharton ro- 
mained at the window, 

‘Their eyes were fixed on the chimney. 
stack, Tf the man was there ho was 
out of sight behind the stack. Was he 
there? “Even yet tho colonel could 
scarcely believe that ho was 

“Die li lai!” called out Ferrers Locke 
suddenly, sharply. 

“Oh, my hat!” murmared Nugent. 
“What does that mean, Wun Lang? Is 
he talking Chinese?” 

‘Wan Lung nodded. r 

“Fellels Locke sayee, comey bele, in 
Mandarin Chineo {” ho said. 

“Oh, he’s telling tho sportsman to 
come hiere, is he?” 

“What cou tinkes?”” 

Silence Followed the detcctive's alt 
If there was a man behind the chimney 
stack on the leads he made no answer, 
gaxe no sign. 

“Ni ken lai mo?” called out Ferrers 
Locke, 

“What's that, Wan Lung?” breathed 


pe 


He sagee, ‘Wilt ou comey 
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Evidently Locke was, taking it for 
granted that Wun Lung’s assailant was 
# Chinaman. 

“(0”yao io} sin called out Lacke, 

Again the juniors applied to Wun 
Tung for trapalation, and the. little 
Chinoe grinned and gavo it, 

‘Loeke sayeo he wantee answer’ 

But thore came no answer. Not a 
sound, not @ sign, from the man behind 
the chimney-stack-—it ho was there. 
Was ho there? ‘The Groyfriars fellows 
nove dhriling with excitement: as they 

Colonel Wharton had taken his re- 
volver from his pocket, and it rested on 
tho windowsill, emly gripped in his 
hand. 

“Te docs, not choose to, show. him 
wif,” agid Kerrors Locke. “But if the 
mottntain will not ‘come to. Mohomet, 
Mahomet must go to the mountain.” 

With his automatic in his hand, tho 
detective put a leg through tho little 
window. 

"Mr. Tooke, the. risk—" 

“T shall bo careful, sir.” 

Ferrers Locke stepped out on to tho 
Kinds. Colonel Wharton. teaned from 
the window, revolvor in hand, watching 
him anxiously. 

“Then ‘with dramatic sudenness came 
‘ movement from the hidden enemy. 

From behind tho chimney-stack ” a 
figure leaped ; an ivory-yollow face with 
ering, slanting oyes, and lips drawn 
incl ina. snarl, wag’ turned: towards 
Horrors. Locke; ‘a yellow hand lifted 
wilh a rovolver in it. 

Crack? 

Tt was Coldncl Wharton who fired 
froin the donner window, 

‘Thera sas a yell and a hoary 
‘Tho Chinaman, struck in the leg by the 
colonet's swift shot, fell hendiong on tho 
Heads, tho revolver spinning from his 
hand’ and rattling awey down on the 
lower roofs. 

A couple of seconds and, Locke had 
snapped the handeuffs on. tho wrists of 
tig wounded man. And Harry Wharton 
& Co, lent. thoir assistanco in lifting 
him’ in at the dormer window. Tho 
third emissary of Tang Wang was 0 
prisoner, 


fall. 


THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 

‘The Sleeping Beauty 
(67 SAY, you fellows I" 

Tainch was over; tho Gr 
friars juniors had gathered in 
the old hall. Billy Buntor ro- 

posed his, plump limbs in an armchair, 
pith thoughtful frown on “his “fat 
brow. 
_ Wun Lang and Hop Hi played mah. 
jongg. ‘The Famous Hive were standing 
in @ group looking from a window into 
the sunny park. ” Forrers Locke was 
taking with him the prisoner; 
loft. strict. injunctions that 
the Chines juniors” wer. to remain 
Within the house, and not to venture out 
of the building’ on any. pretext what 
ever. And Harry Wharton & Co. had 
imade ip their minds to stay indoors 
also—little as indoors appealed to them 
ona sunny August afternoon. 

Bunter had been thinking over lutich. 
Ue had been, thinking since. Now he 
‘was going to impart to the other fellows 
tig result of his cogitations. 

I say, you fellows,” he repeated. _ 
‘Oh, go to sleep, old fat man!” said 
Dob Cherry. 

“To gob something to say—" 

“You generally havel” granted 
Johnny Bull. 

“The specch may be taken as read”? 
suggested Nugent. 
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Es BEF pe I want to spesk to, Whar- 
ton, and I shall be obliged if the other 
fellows wil sh aeid Bunter, with 

ity. ‘you can't give little 
attention to. a guest, Wharton, T'm I 
Tees surprised at your asking mo 
ere 


oat 


“Oh, 
signedly, "Cut it short, old man. 
“Pm hore for the rest of the vaca- 
blinking at him. 

yer—" 


“Shut up! But if this gocs on,” 
tinued Bunter, “I shall have to recon- 
sider the matter, Wharton. You can 
hardly expect me to remain in a house 
where burglats and rabid Chinamen 
break in at night, and fire from acro- 
planes, and so ‘on. It’s not good 
enough. — Naturally, I never expected 


anything of the sort ‘when I came here. een 


It’s not what T call « holiday.” 

“Finished?” asked Bob. 

“No? roared Bunter. 

“Oh dear! Couldn’t you go up to 
your own room and say the rest?” 

“Boast! Now, I'm not thinking of 
letting you down, Wharton,” went on 
Bunter. “I can't. say I like the 
manners of your fri ‘but I'm a 
man of my word—I said I'd stay, and 
T'm sticking to you.” 

“I was afraid so,” assented Wharton, 

jut if you'd rather clear, old chap, 
Tve got no objection. 

Buntor decided not to hear that 
remark. 

“But you can't call this a holiday, 
with all these thin, pening, he 
seid. “It's not good onough. 1 can’t 
Jose imp sloop and my appetite and sil 
that. ‘There's been quite enough of all 
this. It’s timo it _ 


“Well?” esked Were, 
“Those Chinese boasts, are after Wun 
cats oa tao 
they'd cleat . 
‘that Wun Lung should 


danger, as you know! I saved Wun 
Lung’s’ lifo” last night. While you 
fellows were snoring, I rushed to the 
rescue, and saved him——” 

“Phew !” 


“But T've had enough,” said Bunter. 
“A fellow wants a little peace and 
quict on 9 holiday. Wun Lung had 
Detter go.” 

| Wun Lung looked up from his mah- 
jongs. 

“T put it to you, Wun Lung,” said 
Bunter. “You can see for, yourself it 
won't do! You're_a nuisance, and 
you'd botter clear. What I say is this 
——" ¥arooooovecop !” 

From the group of juniors at the 


window ana) \denly Tt 
landed on Billy Bunter’s fat little nose, 
and caused him to. br his 
Foniarks with a sudden yell. 

Ha, ba, ha!” 

“Well bowled 1” 

“Ow! Oh! Wow!” roared Bunter. 


“What beast chucked that apple? Yili 


jolly well lick him! Ow! Was it you, 
Cherry, you beast ?™ 

“Guilty, my lord & 

“Look here, you cheeky rotter——" 


“Tre, ‘another apple in my 
rockets” Sa Bob cheerfully, “Youve 


ahead!" said Wharton re- his 
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only got to go on wagging your silly 
chin, if you want it.” 

“Zook here, Wharton! If this is the 
way you allow e guest to bo treated, 


“"Then I shall jolly well go!” 
“Hurrah |” 
The Famous 


five walked out on the 


“Fates ole Buntee velly funnel” 
said Wun Lung. 

“Velly funnee ole fst toadeo! 
grinned Hop Hi. 

Bunter snorted, and sottled down in 
tho armehair for ‘Tho state of 


langer should 
perton, matters 
would become really serious, 

On the other hand, Bunter would havo 

en quite easy in his fat mind if the 
Chineso juniors had left the Lodgo, 


drawing tho pursuit of ‘Tang Wang’ 
emissaries in another direction, An; 
direction would do, so long as it war 


ot Bunter’ direction, But, for some 
Feason inoxplicable to Bunter, tho othor 
fellows did not soem to seo it. Still, thero 
was comfort in sleep after a gargantuan: 
Tunch, and Bunter closed his eyes bohind 
his big spoctaclos and snored. 
ame into the hall and glanced 
round him, 
Thoro was a sound like the rumblin 
of thunder, ‘and’ tho butler seemed 


He, went 


the window and Isoked 


‘outs but the summer sky ‘was bright and 
clear, ‘There was no sign of a coming. 
thunderstorm, 


Ho looked sound the 


rocecded 
from Bunter. down at 
the sleeping be : 
sively. Bunter lay back in tho chair, 
his. fat little logs stretched out, hig 
hands folded’ scrote, the widest part of 
Circumference—his equator, as. it 

were—his mouth open. His aspoot, was 
hot really pleasing to the eye. Neither 
was his shore harmonious to the oar. 
touched him on the shoulder, 
Snore 

Wells shook hima, 

Snore! 

Wells shook him again, Bunter's oyes 
opened at last. 

Beast! Wharrer want?” 

“Excuse me, sir—" 

“Gree! Shurrup !” 

“T thought perhaps sou would prefer 
te fo a gear soap. win” memento 

ells. “You would perhaps nd your 
odaniadatertsiaan 

Banter glared at him. 

"Goand eat coke! ll ask the 
colonel to sack yo! Got out 

“Really, si" 

Snore! . 

Punter was asleep again. ; 

Wells, with a sill moro expressive 
look on his face, retired from the scene, 
and. Bunter was left to snore, ‘That 
deep and resonant snore echoed ehrough 
the old oak hail of Wharton lodge. it 
awoke many echoes. Colonel Whatton, 
who was smoking 8 cigar ia the library 
put his head cut of the .deor, and 

(Continued on page 12) 


Wells looke 
eauty somewhat expres 
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looked round with a, puzzled expression. 
‘Then, catching sight of the sleeping 
beauty, he gave & grunt, and withdrew. 


Buster snored on, while the Famous 


Five strolled on tho terrace, and Wun 
Lung and Hop Hi played meb-jongg to 
tho secompanimont of that incessant 
rnble, 

Miss’ Wharton came across, the hall, 
paused, and glanced round. She looked 
ut Bunter, 

“Dear mo! said Miss Wharton. 

And she passed on. 

Hunteo  sleepee plenty soundee!” 

vinyred Wun Lung, with a grin to 
his minor, ‘“Tuntea no wakee,, s'pose 
touckee. You fetchen colour boxes om 
ng loom, what you tinkes 

‘Hop Iii chuckled softly, and disap- 
peared up the stairs, He came back in 
4 fow minutes with two coloae boxes 

Wun Lung’ glanced round 
cautiously. ‘Lhe. two Chinese juniors 
and Bunter had the hall to thenselves, 
Mlachiof was) dancing. in tho slanting 
eyes of Wun Lung of the Remove 

Ho approached  Buntor | cautiously. 
But caution was not really needed. 
Bunter was not easy to wake. 


im 


The Chinese juniors squcezed colour 
proceeded to work. 
They worked 


from the tubes, and 


Hop Hi followed suit. 
wilt! 


ly and deftly, 
nter's fat itt 


strokes of red. Green circles, with 
yellow centres, adorned his forehead, 
and hig chin was painted blue. During 
tho painting, Bunter snored ‘on, with 
shut eyes and open mouth. By the timo 
the two Chineso juniors’ had finished 
Buntor's aspect was really remarkable, 

Ho showed no sign of waking, and 

Wun Lung, painted his fat oars a dark 
Then ho prococded. to work 
10 Bunter’s hair, 

Tho fat, junior stirred and grunted. 
But ho did not wake. Ho snored on, 
and Wun Lung’s and’ Hop i's gent 
hands proccoded with their work. In a 
short tha Buntor's hair was 
white, Like the Prisoner of Chillon, his 
hair was grey but not with years, nor 
grew it white in a singlo night, as 


Peacofully, if not quietly, Bunter stept 


on, 

To slid lower down in tho chair. 
Presently his fat chin dropped on his 
chest. He snored and gurgled a little. 
Ho smiled in his sleep. “In @ happy 
dream, he was eating his lunch over 
again. 


THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 


Startling ! 
ILLY BUNTER ceased to snore 
Bes 
His eyes opened behind his 


big spectacles. 
He yawned. 
Ho had had along nap. He had had 
a pleasant nap. Now he was awake 
‘Tne Macxer Luwrary.—No. 1177. 


again, and his Gret thought was to 
wonder how long it was to tea-time. 

‘He sat up in his chair, end yawned. 

“Yawaw-aw-aw!” 

John, the footaan, had come into the 
hall from the servants’ door, with 
wie, stop. He glanced round as be 
heard s loud and prolonged yawn. 

Buntor rose from the chair and 
blinked at him. 

“T say, where are the fellows?” asked 
Bunter. i 

Now that he was awake, Bunter did 
rot want to be slono, Bunter was & 
gregarious fellow. Ho had finished 
sleeping, and it was not yet time to 
‘again, so the interval could bo filled in 
agreeably by talking. He was, in fact, 
rather annoyed to find himself slono. 
Tt was just liko those beasts to sneak 
off quictly and leave a fellow on his 
own. : 

John did not answer his question, Ho 
gave. a. sudden, convulsive start as 
Bunter rose from the deep chair’ and 
dawned on him, 

The laig stariting occurrences at, the 
Lodge had, perhaps, made Joha a little 
nervous, But if Jolin bad possessed a 
herve of iron, ho might well have been 
startled now. 

Hlo gazed ot Bunter speochloms, 

Ho did not, of coarse, recognise him. 
Bunter's nearest and dearest rolative 
could not have recognised him now. 
Ho did not resemble. William Geor 
Bunter in the very. least. Judged by 
the colour of his huir, he looked about 
seventy. Judged by his barred yellow 


ich and black cheoks, he looked ike a 


zebra. ‘The rest of his countenance wat 
equaliy unnerving. John gazed at him, 
his jaw dropping. 

Bunter blinked 


at John in surpriso 
and annoyance. Hoe could not under- 
stand why tho follow did not answer. 

Pr okae he snorted. i 

ert 

Buntor mado a step towards him. 
That did itl ‘The petrified John, woke 
suddenly to life! ‘a startled how! 
ite turned and bolted through the door 
by which he had enteved, and slommed 
it after him. Who Bunter was—what 
he ‘war—John did not know and could 
not guess. But he knew that he wanted 
to get away from whatever it was. 

“Oh crumbs!” ejaculated Bunter. 

He wen guite eslogiihes. 
seh 8 fos posi tle in ge 
jrror at the sight of him, was a myster 
to Bunter. ¥ 

“Bho silly asst? grunted Bunter, 
“Potty, I suppose. Precious sort of 
pilaco £0 ask'a Yellow, with mad servants 
Shout 

Bunter tumed in the direction of the 
drawing-room, where he hoped to find 
somebody. Miss. Wharton was. most 
Healy alt and Miss. hater was: ue 
most pation: person at the lodge, under 
the’ infliction’ of "Bunter" Semmpery. 
The Ow! of the Remove opened the door 
and rolled in. 

‘Miss Wharton was there. The old 
lady “was. sitting “by” 8 eunny “open 
window. "She was giving somo ineee- 
tions to Mary, the parlourmaid. Her 
back was towards Bunter; but Mary, 
standing before tho mistress of Wharton 
Lodge. saw the fat junior at once when 
he entered. 

Mary gave a shriek, 

Hor’ ees distonded at tho sight of 
Bunter, as if they would start out of 
her head. 

Bunter blinked at her. 

Eris boy 

Shriekt 

“Look here—" 

Shriek! 

“Dear mol” 


said Miss Wharton, 
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startled. “What is the matter, Mary? 
Dear me! What—what ever—” 

Shriekt 

Bunter came across towards the win- 
dow, more and more astonished. John 
had’ fled at tho sight of him. Now 
‘Mary was shricking, apparently on the 
verge of hysterics. Bunter had always 
believed that ho had a rather striking 
countenance—that his features were 
worth  sooond lance, But he had 
never dreamed of bis aspect producing 
an.effect like thie, 

Shriek, shrick, sbriek! 

‘As Bunter advanced, Mary retronted. 
Her shrieks rang through the room, 
As Bunter camo closer, Mary recovered 
the use of her paralysed limbs, dodged 
round the piano, and fled for the door. 


T sa) sped Bunter, 
_ Mary fled from the soom, still shriek. 


the: ‘gone med 
while I've been asleep? say, Miss 
Wharton—” 

Miss Amy Wharton had sat still, 
utterly astonished by Mary's amazing 
and unaccountable conduct, But as 
Billy Bunter dawned on hor, sho under. 
stood the cause of Mary's terror—and 
ed it. Sho was an old lady, accu 
tomed to slow and stately motion, But 
as sho saw Bunter, sho jumped out of 
her chair with all tho activity of a 
southful flapper. 

‘Ohi she gasped. “Oht Help!” 
=I say— 

P shricked Miss Wharton. 
folp! Help! Jamos—Harry 


“Go away 
“Away | 
help” 

“Oh crikey! Are you mad, toot” 
gasped Bunter. 

Miss Wharton staggered away from 
him. Sho leaned from tho, open win- 
dow, which looked over tho torrace, 
‘Tho’ Famous Five were still saunterin 
there, not caring to. go farther aficld, 
as they felt it their duty to keep within 
touch of the Chinese junior. 

They stared round, sind ran towards 
the window, as Miss Wharton leaned 
out, shricking for help. 

“CAuntig what ? exclaimed Whatton, 


Ip 
‘The window “war rather high above 

terraco, but Wharton mado s run, 
8 desporato leap, and caught tho 
sill with his hands, Ho scrambled in 
breathlessly. 

“What?” he gasped. 

“Tako cai larry! Oh, help 
Take care! That dreadful mao—’ 

“Who—what 2” 

Wharton glared round, and jumped 
at tho sight of @ hideous face, with 
black and yellow cheeks, blue chin, rod 
mouth from ear to ear, and white hair, 
Miss Wharton sank stuttering into a 
chair. Harry Wharton mado a loap to- 
wards the horrible-looking intruder, 

Who ho was, what he wes, Wharton 
had no idea, but he went for him with 
rush. Thero was a crash as Buntor 
went down, with tho captain of the 
Remove over bitte a wh, 

“Back up, you men !” yelled Wharton. 

Bob Cherry, bunked up from below, 
scrambled in. Hurree Jamset Ram 
Singh followed him, Johnny Bull and 
Nugent ran for the nearest door. 

“Yow-ow-oow — grooogh — oooogh 1” 
came. from the fat junior, struggling 
under the captain of the Remore. 

‘Bob and Hurreo Singh were grasping 
him in a moment. Bunter, wondering 
wildly whether he was still asleep, in 
tho grip of the worst nightmare he had 
ever had, struggied and _ squirmed 
frantically’ and gurgled horribly. 
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“Got him!” panted Bob Cherry. 
“The gotfulnese is terrific, 
“Who—who is it?” . 
“Goodness knows! Keep him safe!” 
“You bet!” 

“ Grooooogh (” 


Johnny Bull and Nugent came racing 


in at the door. A 
Colonel Wharton’ 21 |. Behind 
bim came Wells, and soveral startled 
servants, 
“What is itt” exclaimed the colonel. 
“Oh dear!” gasped Miss Wharton. 
“A dreadful man—a dreadful-tooking 
ge— Oh dear! Ot” 
‘Calm yourself, 
my ders,” tad the 
colonel.“ We have 
him safo! He is 
® prisonert How 
could the scoundrel 
have gained admit, 
tance?” 
* Groooogh !" 
“Hold him fast, 
my boys, and let 
ane look at him I” 
“ Qoooogh !" 
‘Whe dreadful ap- 
parition w 
dcagged to his feet. 
He. stood _ gasping 
and epluttering in 
the grasp of 
juniors, 
colonel 
him, bi 


‘moment later, 


who are you?” 
“ Groooooogh !” 
‘Answer mo!” 
ronred the colonel. 
“ Qooooooeh 1” 
“How did you 
get here 
“Grrret! 
Bunter struggled for broath. His 
fat brain was ewimming. Of ‘all the 
surprised, orowd, no ono was 80 
astonished as Bunter. Unless every 
cccupant. of Wharton Lodge had goue 
mad while he was having his nap, 
Buntor simply couldn't “understand 


i 


what it all, meant 

“Keop him secure! Now, you 
raseet I” 

"Oh dear! Grooooooght I—I—I 


say, you fellows!” 
‘Then there was a howl, 
“Bunter! 


‘THE NINTH CHAPTER. 

Very Pretty ! 
=I say, you follows! Leggo! 
‘What's ‘the matter?” gasped 

Bunter. 

Harry Wharton & Co.'s hands 

@ropped from the fat junior, in sheer 
astonishment, 

‘They stared at him. 

“Bunter !” said Miss Wharton faint 
“But—but how can that be Bunter 
Qh deari Are—are you sure it is 
Banter?” 

“Oh, really, ma’am—” 

“Ys that fat idiot potty?” gasped Rob 

“Isvissis he raving, raging 
ott 


“The pottifulness must be pre- 
posterous!” ejaculated Hurree Jamset 
Ram Sing! 

_, Colonel Wharton strode towards the 
Yat junior. and dropped @ heavy band 


“ 


on his shouider. He frowned por- 
tentously et the amazed Owl. 
“Is thig what you aro pleased to call 
‘a joko, Bunter?” he demanded. “You 
have frightened my sister—" 
“Oh, really, sir——” 
“You have frightened the ser- 
vants—” 
“Eh! How have I frightened any- 
body?" gasped Bunter. 
“Your face!” snapped the colonel. 
“Did you not expect to cause alarm, 
with » faco like that?” 
Bunter glered at him. 
‘Often enough, in tho Grosfrlars 


Remove, Bunter had heard personal 
romarks about his face. Buntor wes 
gonvinced that his faco was a thing of 
beauty and a joy for over. Othor 
fellows in the Remove held a quite con- 
trary opinion, and made no secret of it. 
But never ator heard anything 
0 personal as this! To be told that 
his face had frightened Miss Wharton, 
‘ond frightened the servants, was really 
too much; Bunter being still blissfully 
‘unconscious that his face was decorate 
in a highly coloured variety of Chinese 


‘He fairly snorted with indignation. 
“My faco?” he gasped. 
“Yos, sir!" booted the colonel. 


“You let my faco alone,” said Bunter 
warmly. “What about your own, if 
you come to that?” 

“Minos a jolly sight better took 

“Mino’s a jolly sight better-looking 
then yours, and chance it}* said Buntor 


hotly. “Talk about my faco frighten- 
ing people! Well, yours would crack a 
looking-giass!” 

“Good gad! I—” tho colonel 
stuttered. 


“You silly owl!" exclaimed Harry 

Wharton, “What do you mean by 

going about with a face like that?” 
“You cheeky ass!” hooted Bunter. 


3 


“I know son'te jealous of my good 
Tooks; tat there's a limit. T think” 

Oh crumbs” gasped Bob Cherry. 
‘His good looks! “You erass aso, what 
hare fou got up like that fort” 

“Why shouldirt I get up?” demande 
Banter. eee. 

“But why hero you done 
elmost shouted Colonel Wharton. 

Bunter felt as if his head was turning 
round ‘with astonishment, 

<'Bograe X woke up,” be ansrered. 


“What?” 
“Naturally 1 got up when I woke 


it” 


While Billy Bunter slept, his 
features were deftly adornod’ with 
the most brillant colours from 
‘the Chinese juniors’ golour boxes ! 


Havo jall you fellows gone potty, oF 

what?” 
“You fat dummy!” hooted Bob. “I 
moan, what havo you got your, chivey 
Do you think it's 


up ike, that: for? 
pretty?” 
“The 


Colonel Wharton. 
Tessly insane. Ho must be taken oare 
of. Do not be alarmed, Amy; every 
caro will. be taken of this unfortunate 
boy. I will telephone for » doctor to 
see. him. 

Bunter jumped. 

“Eht 1 don’t want to sce a doctor!” 
he ejaculated. “What aro you drivin; 
att I can't make out what, you's 
up to. Making out that I frighten 
people, and then talking about calling 
In & doctor! Collering a fellow and 
bumping him on the floor! If that’s 
what you call mannere—" 

“What did you do it for?” shricked 
Nugent. 

“Eht What have I done?” egsped 
Bunter. “What do you mean? 1 
haven't done anything, heve I?” 

“Your face—" 

“Let my face alone!” roared Bunter. 

(Continued on page 16.) 
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“Blessed if I was ever so insulted in 
my life! If Thad a face like yours 
Ld woar a Guy Fawkes mask over 
A's pretty sickening that a fellow can’ 
be good-looking without all this miser- 
ale. jealousy.” 

“What have you painted your face 
for?" yelled Wharton. 

‘Bunier jumped again, 

*Pip-pip-painted it?” he stuttered. 
“Wioo's painted his face? What <i 
you getting at, you dummy?” 

“Oh crumbs!” gasped Bob, “Is—i 
<is it possible that be ‘doesn’t know 
Has somebody been japing him wl 
he was asleep—" : 
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared tho juniors. 

"Whey understood now. Bunter, evi- 
denily, was unaware of the remarkable 
pect of his fat countenance. 

“Blessed if L sco anything to eackle 

roared, Bunter. say, you 

what's this game? What are 
sniggoring at?” 


Ua, ha, hat” 
“Oh' gad!” gasped Colonel Wharton, 
yealising tho truth at last. “Oh gad! 
Someone has been playing tricks on the 
toy, Ha, ha, hal” 

“Look here, sir—” 

“Fa, ha, hal” boomed the colonel, 

Buntor’s blissful unconsciousness. of hi 
siniking appearance scemed to take tho 
old) gentleman by storm, 

Tsinter blinked from one to another 
in,angey amazement. 

“What, are gou all eniggering at?” he 

dE pay, Biss Wharton, you tell 
ino what's the matter, will you? 

“Oh. dear! 
“Oh doar! 


at 
Tella 


Buntor stared at her, and then rushed 
to the nearest looking-glass. | Ho 
realised. by, this timo, that something 
was arias with his face. 

Ho blinked into the glass, 

‘then ho jumped clear of the floor, 
with a yell. 

“Oh crikey 1” 

‘Tho face that looked back at Bunter 
{rom the glass startled him. “He could 
hardly beliovo that it was his own. 
Often and often had Bunter gazed in a 
mirror with admiration, But he could 
not admiro tho visago that-stared back 
at him now. 

‘His eyes. almost bolted out through 
Nis spectacles as he blinked at a face 
decorated with almost all the colours of 
tho rainbow, surmounted by @ shock of 
perfectly white hai 

“Oh etikey! Oh jiminy! III 
say.. vou, follows —" 


“He, ha, hal” 
Wells was laughing. Even 
John and Mary were giggling. Bunter 


was nbt cxeiting terror now. Ho was 
exciting irresistible morriment. He 
gared at the dreadful vision in the giass 
like a fellow in & dream. 

“Mumn-mum-my — faco—” gasped 
Butter, “Wha-a-at's the matter with my 
face? Wha-a-a‘t’s happened to it? Oh 
crikert Tsay you fellows, my, hair's 
trrned white—white es snow—” 

"Ha, ba, hat” 

Bunter turned from, tho glass and 
flared at tho hilarious spectators. 
‘here was a fresh yell of laughter. A 
Ful view of tho decorated fat counten- 

was irresistible. 
““Rat—but who did it?” gasned Bob 
“Somebody must lieve painted 
chile he was asleep—" 
"Ha, ha, he!” 
‘Yae ‘Mise Limary—No. 1,177. 


A little grinning yellow faco was 
round the open door, Wun Tales 


slanting eyes glimmered at Bunter, 
“Mo tinkes Buntee velly pletty !” he 


had better 
self! 


‘Ha, 


“Ha, ba, he 
“Bunteo velly pletty !" chuckled Wun 

Lung. “Bantee uglee facee become 

velly pletty now! What you tinkee? 

“I-I-Pil— gasped Bunter. 

He made a furious rush at the Sittle 
Chinee. Wun Lung promptly vanished. 
After him flew Bunter, in a state of 
raging wrath. And a roar of laughter 
followed Bunter. 

“He, ba, ha!” 


‘THE TENTH CHAPTER. 
A Skock for Bunter ! 


“ BLES, 
Ww “Where are those beasts?" 


Wells coughed. 

Pethaps he did not recognise his 
master’s nephew and his Iriends under 
that description. 

“Really, sir,” said Wells. 

“Gone out? snorted Bunter. 

It was morning; two or three days 
lator.” Bunter hed come down at eleven 
o'clock. He had, breakfasted late, in 
bed; and enjoyed @ little nap after 
breakfast. Now ho was ready to begin 
the day, and ho ssemed to take it-as 
fh mattor of course that everybody else 
was ready to begin at tho same time. 
Tf tho beasts insisted on waking hi, 
Buntor was indignant; if they, went 
out without him was: lly_indig- 
nant. ‘The only way’ to please Bunter 
was to sit down quietly ‘and wait tl 

S pleased to stir. But the Famous 
“Thole” thoughts to. ‘plessing 

‘whole ing 
Bunter.” "Tey ought to have Gono so, 
of course, but they didn’t. 

Bunter” blinked morosaly at Wells, 
whom he had found in the hall. Wells 
as quite respostfal i. his manner, yet 
Bunter had an impression somehow that 
Wells did not reall Shy him with 
the respect that was ue. 

“Hare. tho. “brutes gone out 
demanded Bunter, 

“The what, sir?” asked Wells respect- 


fully. 

“The beasts,” explained Bunter. 

I have not seen any beast go out, 
sir,” said Wells. “There aro, 1 believe, 


no’animals about the place.” 

“You jolly well know what I mean,” 
snorted Sunter., “Has Wharton gone 
out, blow you?” 

“‘Master Harry has gone out !”” 

“Where are the other rotters? 

“Tam afraid I am unacquainted with 
the movements of any persons to whom 
such @ descriptioe is applicable, sit,” 
said Wells. 

“Bunter breathed hard through bis fat 
little nose. He was antoyed, and Wells 
gould seo that ke was annoyed. There- 
fore, Wolls ought to have been in a 
state of fear and trembling, as became 
= menial when Bunter was annoyed. 
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Instead of which Wells was calm and 
urbane, apparently ignorant of Bunter's 
sanoye: and even respectfully sar- 
castic. 

padiave Wharton’s friends gone with 

“Oh, yes, sit.” 

“And those rotten heathens—¥ mean 
Wun Lung and Hop Hit” snorted 
Bunter, as he saw that Wells was just 
going ‘to disclaim any knowledge’ of 

heathens. 


re gono also, sir.” 


_ “I am unacquainted with any old 
josser, sir,” said Wells. 

“T inean Colonel Wharton!” hooted 
Bunter. 

“Tf you mean Colonel Wharton, sir, 
the master has also gone out,” said 
Wells urbanely. “Would you mind, 

, alluding to the master in mors 
respectful manner? Otherwiso, sir, I 
foar that it will not be consistent. with 
my duty to hear your remarks, 

Bunter snorted. This blessed mental 
was actually venturing to give him a 
lesson! “He gave Wells a withering 
look, but the sedate butler of Wharton 
Lodge did not appear withered thereby. 

“Well, I call it rotten!” growled 
Bunter.” “Tho whole blessed lot of 
them gone out without waiting for mo 
to come down! Rotten! Well, look 
hore, Wells, I think T'll have the cor 
out 

“They have gone in the ear, ip.” 

, if that isn’t thick!” exclaimed 
Bunter indignantly. iy 


“T really. thy 


fuoy ought to know better than that, 
Walls.” 

“T think, 7 Wun Lung 
will bo quite ‘safe,” said Wells, mis- 
understanding —Bunter—perhaps’ un: 
intentionally. 

cope 


“Tho master considered that tho 
Chineso gentlemen should take the ait, 
sir,” explained Wells. “They 
been very, much confined to 
of late, air, owing to tho um 
cumstances. But in the car, 
their friends, no doubt they 
safe, 1 you need not worry un- 
duly about them, sir.” 

Bunter stared at him, If Wells 


thought he was worrying unduly, or 
worrying at all, about “anybody ut 
W. G. Bunter, Wells was a bigger fool 


than Bunter took him for. 


“Who tho thump cares about the 


beastly Jitle heathens?” | snapped 
Bunter. “Don’t bee silly ass, Wells, 
Any lettors for me’ 

“I think vot), air.” 


“Dm expecting "a postal order,” 
grunted Bunter, 

“Indeed, sir.” 

Bunter blinked at him. Possibly ho 
was thinking of extracting from Wells 
an advance on that expected postal 
order, which, like so many of Billy 
Bunter’s expected postal orders, had wot, 
arrived... Possibly Wells read the 
thought in his mind, for he glided away 
with his noiseless step and vanished. 

Bunter grunted discontentedly. 

Ho rolled over to a table in the hall, 
where a number of letters and a parcel 
la. Apparently the party had gono 
out early, for they had missed the 
second, delivery of letters in, the, morn- 
ing. Bunter blinked over the lettors, 
but thero was none addressed to, him: 
solf, Ho blinked at the parcel, ft was 
addressed to Wan Lung. 

Bunter turned that parcel ever in his 
fat hands. 4 

‘Wun Lung sometimes received packets 
of sweetmests and Chinese delicacies 
from his native land. But this parcel 
had evidently not come from China, for 


EVERY SATURDAY 
1 label attached to it intimated that it 


was dispatched from a well-known 
stores in London, and the postmark was 
yndon, 


Bunter’s fat fingors lingered on the 
parcel. 

Ho ‘was wonderin; 
tained anything eatable—per 
of tho sticky ‘smectmeats 
Chinese junior deligh 

Ho blinked roun 

He war efong ia the ball, 

Ho who hesitates is lost! Bunter 
picked up the parcel, slid it under 
his arm, and rolled awey. 

If thero was anything eatable in that 
parcel, especially if it was sticky sweets, 
Bunter was going to cat it! ‘That, ho 
felt, was onl . Wan Lung had 
never beea punished for painting the 
sleeping besuty, and Bunter felt that 
this would ‘and well- 
desorved punishment, Ho also felt that 
ho would like tho sweots, which was a 


shell it con- 
a a whi te 


not lot Wella, or Jobu, or anybod: 
ace him with tho parcel. Tt was vor; 
likely to be inquired after, in whicl 
gus0 it would bo necessary for Bunter 
to plead “complete ignorance. of 
qieh he could hardly do if ho had 
been soon walking it off. 
So Bunter was vory wary. 


Ho picked up a light coat belonging 


to Wharton and threw it over his arm. tl 


‘Thon he rolled out on the torraco, 

‘The terrace, however, was: overlooked 
by many, windows. Bunter did not stop 
there, “Ho rolled down the stops from 
tho terraco and headed for the bathing- 
pool in the wood. ‘Tho pool was at 
Goad distabce trom the howe, and it 
was shut in by onks and beeches. 


— nothing more or less than 


If was exactiy the secluded spot thet 
junter wante 

Everybody but Bunter being cut, ho 
found the bathing-pool quite deserted. 
‘He sat down on a bench beside tho pool, 
sorted out his penknife, and cut the 
string of the parcel. 

When the wrapping-paper was un- 
rolled and pitched into the pool to get 
rid of it, @ box was revealed. 

Bunter blinked at the bor. 

Ho had hoped that jit would, prove 
a box of chocolates, or Turkish delight, 
= something else of & eweet and sticky 

Instead of which it proved, when the 
last wrapping had been taken off, to bo 
1a wooden box, with the words “MAH- 
JONGG ” inscribed on the lid. 

Bunter gave ® snort of utter disgust 
and threw it on the bench. 

Bunter hod seen Wan Lung and Hop 
Hi playing mah-jongg—a Chinese gamo 
that was mysterious and utterly un- 
interesting, to Buntor. Ho did not 
Know how to play it, did not want to 
know how to play it, and took not, the 
slightest interest in it. "And tho box, 
which he hed abstracted so surrey 
titiously from the hall, was 


jengg sett Jt was, no wonder that 
junter was disgusted. 

Very, likely there would be a row 
about it. Wells was sure to mention 


t thero had been ® parcel for Wun 
Lung—Wella was that Kind of a beast. 
‘Wun Lung was sure to want to know 
what had become of his” parcel—Wun 
Lung was that kind of a beast. Colonel 
Wharton was certain to inquire very 
strictly after a percel that had vanished 
from ‘the hall tablo—tho colonel was 
that kind of @ beast! Harry Wharton 


a 


& Co. were more likely than nat to sus 
ect Bunter of having bagged it—they 
wero that kind of beasts! In a beastly 
World, sazrounded as it were by beasts, 
Bunter had often found trouble—and 
now he looked like finding it again— 
for, nothing. 

‘That was the unkindest cut. of all! 
Maljongg was not eatable, and it was, 
therefore, utterly valueless’ and yseless 
to Bunter, He had taken all this 
trouble and risk for absolutely nothing? 

“Brrtrri” granted Bunter. 

Thero was nothing for Bunter to eatt 
And it was impossible to replace tho 
parcel on the halll table without. veveal 
ing that it had been tampered with! 
And Wun Lung was a cheeky heathen, 
who richly’ merited punishment for 
having painted Bunter’s face while ho 
slept!” So it was clear that there was 
only one thing to do with that mah- 
Jongg box! 

Bunter pi 
and slung 

Splash | 

“Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Bunter, 

It suddenly occurred to his fot mind 
that “tho box, being of wood and o 
mabyjongg set vory, light in wolght, 
might float! “In which caso it would re- 
main in evidence against him! It was 
not Bunter's way to foresee anything ; 


1d it up from the bench 
into tho pool. 


and he did not think of this till tho 
box had splastid into the pool. 
To his great relief, it sank, 


Bubbles citcled round tho spot where 
had vanished and diod away, 
That's tut!" said Bunter. 

And ho turned and rolled’ away by 
the path under the beeches—and nearly. 
rolled into Judson, the gardener, who 
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was coming towards the pool. He won- 
dered guiltily whether Judson had 
heged tle splaah Ssded cage 
“7 say, haven’t chucked anythin; 
into, ‘the pool, Judson! bo” eal 
hurriedly. 
“Haven't you, 
“Nol Nothing of 
wouldn't, you know.” 
And ‘Bul Bunter rolled away towards 


tho house, leaving Judson staring. 


sir?” said Judson. 
the “kind.” I 


THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 
‘The Man in the Austin 1 


OB CHERRY stared back from 
the gliding car, and shook his 
head dubiously.’ Colonel Whar- 
ton was driving; and tho car 

ly well packed with youthful 

humanity. | All 2 ho ce 
were keeping their eyes open—not only 
fon the scenery. This was tho first titne 

‘Wun ‘Tang had taken a drive since the 

‘attack had come from his enemies. And 

the Famous Five were very much on 

the alert. Hitherto, Ferrers Locke had 
directed ‘that the Chinese junior should 
remain within doors; and as Locke was 
instruoted by Mr. Wun Lung, 
to guard his son, the detectiv 


in China, 
's direc 


tions had. been carefully carried out, look 


So tho juniors concluded that Looke had 
given permission for this motor driv 
Almost from the start, Bob Cherry 
had picked up a tiny Austin 
hung behind, sometimes at a 
good distanco, sometimes drawing necr, 
Reyer dropping quito out of sight. 
lo drew the attention of 
rades to it more thon once, 
man who. drove the in 
certainly was not a Chinaman; and ho 
Tooked anything but suspicious, How. 
aa suit of atriking checks, on which chi 
could have been played; his nose was 
largo and very red, and a pair of horn- 
rimmed glasses gave him a rather owlish 
look. A pipe, with the bowl downward, 
‘hung from the corner of 
Yooked something 
and something like 
gertainly not & dange: 
But tho way the little Austin hung on 
tho track of tho colonel’s big car was, 
atleast, rath 


iro he ig 
Bob, after a ‘back. 

Round a corner, which tho colonels 
car had turned a’ minute before, came 
the little Austin, skimming merrily 
slang: 

“‘Chat sportsinan soems to be sticking 
to,us!” said Johnny Bull. 

“The stickfulness, is terrific! re- 
marked Hurreo Jamset Rem Singh, 
shaking his dusky’ head. 

Harry Wharton had drawn his 
uncle's attention to tho Anstin once, 
and Colonel Wharton had glanced back 
at it and nodded, taking no further 
heed. As the colonel did not seom un- 
easy, the juniors supposed that it, was 
all Tight; but ‘they gave the Austin a 
good ‘many unguict glances. It was 
‘obvious that it was deliberately follow: 

igh 


ing the car and keeping it in 


and they could not help regarding it ho 


ay pen 4 
“The car kept up @ good speed. Up 
hill and down ‘dale, he high road and 
by-road, it went; ond always, some- 
where in the rear, tho little Austin 
hung on its track. 

“If that merchant is after 
Lang" said Frank Nugent 

“What else can he be after?” asked 
Johnny Pull. “He's been followi us 
and. watehi all the time.” 

“My uncle seems to think it’s all 

Tae Macxer Lrerany.—N. 


Won 


‘All the fellows in the car ct 


right!” said Harry dubionsly. “But 
there's no doubt he’s watching us, He 
hasn't lost sight of us ever since wo 
started.” 

“He watcheo plenty!” said Wun 


Lung, his slanting eyes turned back Ws 
on the pursuing Au 


ing Austin. 
_ Colonel Wharton glanced round at the 
juniors with sn amused amilo on bis 


ronved fa 
a 


“Thero is no occasion for alarm, 
“Tre never seen 


boys," he said. “Iam acquainted 
the man who is driving that Austin.’ 
by ciamtiated: Bob. 
{> suid Harry. 
him before, uncle.” 

“Aro you sure of that?” 

“Yes, rather; quite.” 

‘The colonel laughed, 

Bis. Locke arranged that we shoul 
be. kept under observation during the 
drive,” he said.” "We cansot be too 
sareful, you know.” 

WO’ any hat ‘hoo that’s ono of Bie. 
Locke’s men!” exclaimed Bob. 

"The colonel laughed again, and drove 
on. The Famous Five and the two 
Chineso juniors stared back at the man 
vettbs 0 pidly bod 

“It's @ git iygut id Bob 
Cherry.” Bal it that jobony faa de. 
tective, he doesn’t look the part.” 

Well, T supposo he wouldn't wept to 

rt when he's on duty,” re- 


marked ton,“ But—” 

“Ho looks more like a jolly old aup- 

tor of drink trafic thane 
jetective,” spid Bob, 

“Woll, it's all right if he's one of 
Mr. Locke's men,” said Nugent. 

And the juniors settled down to enjoy 


the drive, “only giving an cocasional 


again, « 
it 


jaGolonel Wharton turned homeward at 


st. 
‘The car passed through Wimford, and 
fon the broad country road beyond the 
golonel let it out. But the little Austin 
Kept pace behind. The red-nosed man 
cortainly looked ‘as if he was unduly 
fond of the cup that cheers, judging by 
his ‘nose: but he evidently know 
to handle a car. 


‘The colonel slowod down, and turned ® nod. 


in at the gates of the lodge. 
“Hallo, hallo, hallo, that jobnny’s 
coming in too!" exclaimed Bob Cherry. 
Austin followed up the drive. 
Colonel Wharton halted. before, tho 
juniors alighted. Wun 
id He li went into the se 
‘but the Famous Five remined 
on the steps, watching the in the 
‘Austin. “Both cars drove away to the 
garage, and disappeared from the 
Juniors’ sight. 
=r , you fellows——" 
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Youu 
ter?” exclaimed Bob Cherry. 
half-past twelve.” 
“Ob, really, Cherés—" 
“Any letters, Well asked Harry, 
as the juniors went into the house. 


Bun- 
only 


THE MAGNET 


“Yes, sir—severat—and a parcel for 
Master ‘Wun Lung.” 

Here's a lettor from old Mauly,” 
said Harry. _ “One for you, Bob, and 
‘one for you, Franky, Got your parcel, 


sarcel, Wells?” 
“Is was placed on the table with the 
Listaaing sir,” eaid Wells, “It is there, 


The butler paused. 
obyionaly was noe there. 


“T aay, you fellows, I "t think 
there was parce! for in ¥ 
Bunter. ““T should have noticed 1 when 


Iso turned very 
“Te was cor- 


“But it isn’t there now,”” a 
Yt it ime there now,” nid Harry 
“Apparently not, sir.” 

“You fat duffer, have you been —" 


ran Bob Cherry, 
‘Oh, Cherry — 
“Mo wantes palcel, you fatteo ole 


Buntoo”” exclaimed Wun Lung. 


“Hf you think I know anything about 
sathen—" 


Besides, thore wasn’t a parcel ab 
all,” said Bunter. “If thero had boon, 
T should have noticed 

“You bonightod-dummy—" 

“Shell out’ Wun Lung’ pareel, you 
fat, villain.” 


2h really, Wharton! I Koop on 
tolling’ you that thero wasn’t » parcol, 
and that I loft it oxactly where it was 
when T wont out, If you can't tao e 
fellow's word—" 

“Oh, great Scott 

“You blithering bandermatch—” 


SH you can’t take. fellow's word.” 
said Bunter, with dignity, “I decline 
to discuss the matter any further.” 
And the Owl of the Remove rolled asvay 
‘with bis fat little noso in the air. 
“Collar him—oh—ahem !” Bob Cherry 
broke off 23 Colonel Wharton came in. 
He was accompanied by a rather lean 
gentleman with clear cut foaturos, 
“Mr, Locke!” exclaimed Wharton, 
Ferrer Locke gavo him a smile wid 


“I didn't know you wore hero, 
seid Harry, 

“You dis 

0, Wi 

“Nen-no! 

Colonel Wharton Sughd. 

“The boys wore very observant during 
tho drive, Mr. Locke,” he said. “They 
had their eyes on the Austin.” 

“T noticed it,” assented Mr. Locke. 

“You noticed it?” exclaimed 
Wharton. 

“Yes, and I was very glad to see 
you_ 80’ much on your guard.’ 

“But—but where were you, tirt” 
asked Wharton, in, perplexity. 

“Tn the Austi 

“My hat! I didn't see 5 passonger 
im the Austin.” 


Oy 


not seo me arrive!” asked 
‘another smile. 


EVERY SATURDAY 


All eyes were turned to the window. 


“That is vo 
id Locke,“ 
in, the Austin.” 

“"Thon—what—how—"” 


sily accounted for,” 
ero Was no passenger 


‘The junioce 


a “You—you 
Whi 


Ferrers Locke Inughed. 


“exactly! I havo loft. the checks 
and the specs and tho nose in the car 
in tho garege.”” 

“Oh!” gasped Wharton, “I-I 
should never have knowo—” 

“Tt was necessary, of course, that I 
should not be known, if there were 
suspicious characters on the road,” said 
Ferrers Locke. He turned to tho 
colonel. “It would seem, sir, that the 
coast is clear now. My men have had 
nothing to report for days, and to-day 
the Chinese boy has ventured out, "with 
out drawing the enemy. It would 
teom—” 

He pause 

“That they have given up the whole 
thing?” said the colonel. “No doabt 
they realise by this time that the boy 
is too carefully guarded for them to 
reach him. ible 6 O 4 

tis possible, Or—” Locke pause 
agi “Or thoy may have abandoned 
tho idea of an opon attack and have 
resorted to some other scheme. We 
must not fail to be vigilant. From 
what I have heard of the mandarin 


days there had been no sign 
enamy—yet Locke did not believe that 


Hark 1” 


‘waterspout was flung up into the sky. 


the emissaries of the mandarin Tang 
Wang had given up the game. I 
was in his mind that, if the enemy wa 
holding his hand, it was in order to 
strike suddenly and moro surely. 


THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 
Bunter Knows Nothing ! 


TLLY BUNTER did act give his 
BB Bie, tention to Tench. 
Several times he blinked at 
the other fellows, 

For some reason—Bunter did not 
know why—they suspected him of know- 
ing what had become of Wun Luns's 
pareel. They couldn't take a fellow’s 
Srord—even Bunter’s word | 

‘The Owl of the Remove could not 
help suspecting that moro was to be 
hoard of the matter after lunch, In the 
presenco of tho elders, tho chums of 
the Remove could not desl with Bunter 
in the necessary drastic manner, 

‘Tho anticipation was not a plessant 
one. 

‘The parcel was gone—gone for good. 
It would never be scen again, unlets 
toe fellow dived to the bottom of toe 

sathing-pool and groped for it. Bun- 
tor wanted to hear nothing more about 
it, 

‘But he could see that he was going to 
hear something! Won Lung’s slanting 
eyes gleamed at him across tho table 
several times. As the parcel belonged 
Yo Wan Lang, he was naturally not so 
indifferent to its fate as Banter was. 

‘After lunch, when Miss Wharton was 
gone, and the colonel end Mr. Locke 
Fetired to the library for ¢ talk, Bun- 
ter exccuted a strategic retreat in the 
direction of his room. 


W 


From the distance came a sudden roar, and what looked like a gigantic 


Ho wanted a nap, and ho had decided 
to take that nap in his own room, with 
the door locked. It was safor—in the 
circumstances. 

To his groat relict he escaped up tho 
staircase unchallenged, | But when ho 
reached tho passage leading to. his 
room, there was a sudden patter of 
footsteps behind him. 

Buntor blinked round. 

“Beasts!” he gasped. 

And he put on speed and raced for 
hig zoom. 

“Stop, you fat villain! shouted Bob 
Cherry. dl 

“Hold on, you burglarious porpoise!” 
hooted Johnny Bull. 

“Owl Beasts!" 

Bunter rushed into 
slammed the door. But it slammed on 
Bob Chorry’s boot, and was hurled open, 
again, 

Ow! Beasts! 
Bunter. x 

‘Tho Famous Five marched in, with 
Wun Lung and Hop Hi at their’ heels. 
Bunter blinked at them in alarm, He 
rather wished he had remained down- 
stairs now, within hearing of the elders, 
By retiring to this soeluded quarter of 
the house, ho, had delivered himself, 
as it were, into tho hands of the 
Amalekites ‘ 

“Now, you fat pincher— 
Harry Wharton. 

“If that's the way you talk to 6 
‘guest, Wharton—” 

“Where's Wun Lung’s parcel?” 

“Look here, ['m sick of that sub; 
ject,” said Bunter. “For goodness! 
Sake give us a rest about that parcel.”* 

“Where is it, you burglar?” de 
manded Bob. th 

“How ehould I know whero it ie?” 

‘Tae Macxer Lasnany.—No. 1,177. 


Ho 


room. 


Get out!” roared 


said 


2 


demanded | Buntor. 
anything about it, I don’t believo there 
gyer was parcel. Besides, I suppose 
I'm not the fellow to touch a fellows 


Parcel.” 
“Buntoo stealee palcel,” said Wun 
Lung indignantly. “Mo wantee paleel. 


Pilaps flom father 


“Y don't know 


“That's rot,” said Bunter. “It 
coulda’t havo "been, from father 
or it would have had a China post- 


mark.” 

“Well, hadn't, it?” asked Nugent. 

“No, it hadn't. Tt was postmarked 
London,” said Bunter. “Not that I 
bay it, you know,” ho added cautiously. 
"Tnover set eyes on tho thing. If there 
was really a parcel at all, I think Wells 
must have pinched it.” 

“Wells?” gasped Whaxton. 

“Yes, 1 don't trust that butler of 
yours,”” said Bunter, shaking his bead, 
“Tye thought several times that 
got. very aly look. Perhaps you fel- 
lows had better scarch Wells! room.” 

“You padgy jabberwock— 

“You givee mo palcel said Wun 

“I toll 


Lung, "Mo wantee.” 
“Oh, shat up!” said Bunter. 


Ltd. Fleetway 


jomaled Tress, 
io 


Ww 


he he: 
any boy. If you've missed the first, th: 
sots of puzi 3 pictures, zou! can will ct 
tain thom by applying to our Bac 
Number Department, Bear Al 0.4, 
‘and enclosing stamps to the value of 
copies required, plus postage. 


any farther I’ve been 


Before 
fiblish the following : 


asked to pul 
PLAY UP, THE BAND! 


Cardiff membors of the Maower—and 
there aro shoals of them—who are keen 
musicians, should communicate with 
Douglas ‘8. Morgan, 26, University 
Place, Splott, Cardiff, who is starting a 
young jazz band, Naturally bo wants to 
‘enlist the services of good men who can 


handio with dexterity the fiddle, the I 


avlophone, the saxophone, the piano, 
the Buto, and all the other instruments, 
Roll up, and play up! Cardiff has never 
been backward in facing the music. 


Y¥ postbag this week is one of the 
most interesting I have re- 
geived for a long time. For 
instance, how many of you 

know— 


HOW MOTORS ARE TESTED? 


I must confess I did not know until T 
received a letter from N. Westley, of 


‘and addressed enveli 


you T'm sick of the subject. As if 
Y'd touch your silly parcel. 1 don’¢ 
even know how to play mah-jongg and 
don’t want to.” 

‘Tho juniors stared at him. 


“Mah-jongg "repeated Wharton. 
“Rotten 


‘Chinese ‘said 


“You can call a fellow names,” said 
Bunter. | “I call it ungentlemanly to 
fellow’s word! Low, is what I 


You silly owl!” roared Bob Cherry. 
{ou haven't had the paroel, how do 
yw there was mah-jongg in itt” 


; Bunter, 
“I don’t know ‘ansthing about it, 
naturally, T'm not 60. int in 
other follows’ parcels as you fellows 


“Te 
you 
“I don’t. know,” answer’ 


THE MAGNET 


Bunter vishly. “I’m fed-up with 
itt” Besides, T want a nap 
“Now, look, hiere, you fat dummy!” 
said Harry, “Tho' pareel’s got to bo 
produced. “If it had grub in it, I sup- 
pose the grub would be gone’ beyond 
recovery by this time. But if it was a 


mah-jongg ect, as you say, why the 
thump can’t you hard it over and have 
done with it.” 

“Shut the door after you!” said 


Bunter, 

“I fell you, you fat framp, that 
you've got to cough it up! Can't you 
ee that my uncle will have to be told, 
if Wun Lung’s perool is missing?” 
“THI gay, I wouldn't mention it to 
that old codger—” stammered Bunter 


to be. “I'm not inquisitive, I “Here, you keep off !” yelled Bunter, 

mm. a nok agate, CS Heee, Jou beep off zllod Bunter 

‘Oh, my hat!” what you call being civil to = guest—’ 
“Now let the subject drop,” said (Continued on next page.) 

mann 

ia why you have to wait somo wooks for 


oes 


'COME INTO THE OFFICE, BOYS 


eat 
i Here your Editor is pleased to enswer qui 

H 1. Write to him: Editor of the 3 
escort louse, Farringdon Street, B.C, 


will ensure a reply. 


Walsall, who is ono of my readers, and 
who works in the engine-testing depart- 
ment of a famous Midland motor firm. 
In his intoresting letter he tolls mo that 
tho engines are bolted down to the test 

ds, which are fitted with brakes on 


before the ‘engine is 
passed off by an inspector. After that it 
3g painted and sent on @ chassis-erecting 
ine. 

Many thanks for your information, 
N. W.;, I like to hear details of what 
my readers are doing. ‘Thanks, also, for 
the many nice things you say about the 
‘Macwer. And now to answer your query 


CONCERNING “TALKIES,” 
As I explained some time ago, there 
‘are two methods of synchronising talk 
with pictures, one by means of specially- 
prepared gramophone records, and the 


gther by means of a strip of light 


“waves” on tho side of the film. ‘The 
sound is “magnified” by means of 
amplifiers, in, the same manner as wire- 
less is amplified for loud speaker. 
Next time you are in an up-to-date 
gramophone shop, ask them to let you 


i io grat 


seo an electrical hone, and 
you will seo the amphfer which iag- 
nnifies the sound, and this will give you 
‘8 much botter idea than I can express in 
ing. “Talkies” aro amplified in 
the same manner as the electrical gramo- 
Phone; but, of course, the apparatas is 
much ‘more’ elaborato—and much more 
"ue I to this 
sy the way, may I point out to this 
chum, and to’ several others who have 
written to me, that I cannot answer 
questions tho week after I reosive your 
8? This paper of ours goes to press 
Fore it reaches youmbich 


some weeks bel 


your replies. 

Here are # few rapid replies: 

“A ‘Hounslow Reader.”—Thunder is 
caused by the electricity in tho clouds 
leaping trom ono cloud ‘to anather, 
Lighting is the aah of the electricity ax 
it Teaps across, and thunder is tho report 
it makes. By measuring tho length of 
time between seeing the fash and hear- 
ing the thunder, you can gaugo whether 
the electrical storm is far away or neat, 

Donald Turrell (Lewisham).—After 
working eight hours a day @ man ro. 

izes soven to seven and half hours! 

jeep. A growing boy requires about 
eight hours, Glad you like our paper, 
aud I hope you'll remain a tendo 
many gears to come, 

HL. Best (no address).—Your Italian 
coin is only worth about a penny! It 
your French ‘ooin is dated 1000 it is 
practically worthless. If it ix dated 1703 
its value depends upon its condition. 
Ask tho curator of your local mu 
havo a look at it. He will bo pl 
tell you if it is valuabl 

Iam afraid that is all the space T 
have to devote to questions this weok, 
but I will answer those which I havo. 
held over in due course, 


r for 


Now a word or two about next week's 
Programmo, | Frank Richards will be 
yell to the fore with a top-notch yarn of 
Greyfriars, ontitled : 


“ALL ABOARD FOR CHINA!” 


One of my readers wrote to mo last 

k and ssid that Frank Richards must 
b enius to creato such varying and 
interesting characters as Harry Wharton 
& Co., and to write such enthralling nd 
widely-different stories around them. 
Well, that, is high praise, but when 
you've read next week's yarn I am sttre 
You will all agroo with this reader. So 
@on’t on any account miss it, 

‘There will be another, fine instalment 
of George E. Rochester's thrilling War 
yarn, which will hold you breathless, 
and another topping issue of the “Grey: 
friars Herald,” which, needless to say, 
will keep you chuckling. 

‘The shorter features will bo a “Corre- 
spondent’s” poem our special 
thymster, jokes and limericks, and last, 
but not least, a few more cheery words 


from 
YOUR EDITOR, 


EVERY SATURDAY 


ee 2 es 
sei W¥an Tones got to havo hie pares! 
“Blow Wun Lung, and bother hie 


parcel! Ho's got a mahjongg set 
already. | What does he want with 
another 2” 


“Mo wantee paleol.” 

“Go and eat coke!” snorted Bunte: 
“If there was. o parcel, which I don 
believe, it’s diseppeared; end the 
an end of it, It’s absolutely caddi 
ep ake out that I know anything about 
i 


“Bunteo no savvy paleel?” demanded 
Wikies 


“Me goey_askee Follels Locke. 
“Ferrers Locko!” exclaimed Bob, 
little Chinee nodded. 
ls Locke gleat detective! He 

findee palcel I’? 

“Oh, my hat! What as caso for 
Ferrers Locke1” chuckled Bob. 

“T say, you fellows, I wouldn’t men- 
tion it to Locke! He's a suspicious 
beast, like the old ” 

“Wo lly well know 
grunted Johnny Bul 

“Oh, really, Bull—' 

Mo gooy sskeo Fellols Locke 1” 
Wun Lung, id he glided out of 
room, followed by Hop, Hi 

“T say, you fellows, i 
to, othe 


0 that, 
shoulda’ 


junter had it!” 


w ia 
ho 


chyealeg 
“Woll, roperty, 60 
wo must inn” anid’ Hays 
lowed the two 


Cherry "thoughtfully 


©, ‘Bob 
extracting the key from the door as he 


wont, 
Bunter morted, and settled himself 


Chinese, 


his bed for a nap. He had 
ad during lunch; but 
ton to do justice to 
noodod a rest after 


down 
been Fat 


time Harry Wharton & Co. reached the 


hall, 


‘THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 
‘The Bomb! 


HAKE! 
Snore t 
Shake, shake ! 
* Qoodoh b 

“Wako up, Bunter I 

“Beast” 

Billy Bunter had not boon asleep ten 
minutes. His little round oyes opened 
reluctantly, Someone was chaking him 
with considerable force. 

{Beast ” gasped Bunter. 

a 


a 


Lafave off shalcing mo, you Totter, oF Till 
jolly well punch your nose, you beast 1” 
Wako fe was the 


of 
get 


0 Jou 
by your ears, if you don't 
D 
“Beast 
Bunter rolled off the bed. He stood 
blinking indignantly at Ferrers Lock 
and the greup of Greyfriars, junio: 
there was & storn oxpression 


You 
from the table in the hall this morn- 


removed a parcel 


a 


‘There was nothing olss in it—only « 
bog of mahjongg. "Oh erumbs = 
“Is it in the house?” 
«Nen-no.” 
‘Thank goodnoss for that, at loi 
ce. “Your foolish meddling 
may have saved lives, if matters are a8 


T suspect.” 

"Ok crikey 1” 

“You opened the parcel?” 

“L =I don't mind telling 
you in—in’ confidence, you know 
Rasped Bunter. “But——” 

‘ell me at once! The matter is of 
the greatest, importance. Did you open 
col 


the 
“Yeo,” stemmered Bunter, 
“What! was inside it?” 


GREYFRIARS 
CORRESPONDENTS 


No. 9. 


Our Merry Rhyme- 
ster doesn’t smoke, 
but he called in at 
Harold Skinner's 
stady for local 
colour for th. 
week's “effort. 
That ke got what 
he wanted you'll 
se below, 
EAR pater—in some apprehension 
| Dee 
dread, 
I'm writing this Letter to mention 
I've just had a" jaw” from the Head. 
He summoned me'to his presence 
I knocked at the knees, I confess; 
And this, pater dear, was the essence 
Of hie disapproving address, 


“Now, Skinner”—(his aspect 
stormy; 

No wonder my bony knees knocked!) 
“Pve summarily brought you before me 
To say I'm disgusted and shocked! 
Your conduct has been of the dlackest, 
A fact which you cannot disprove; 
Your Porm master calls you the slackest 

And basest doy in the Remove! 


“You were guilty of gross inattention, 
Your wandering thoughts taking 


wing ; 
And whilst you were under detention 
You did a despicable thing! 
You were caught in the act, sir, of 
smoking 


A pungent and vite cigaretle; 


Such conduct is really provokin 
‘Stay, Skinner? P've net finished yet} 


“Poonight, I shalt write to your father, 
And bring your misdeeds to his view; 
And I shalt inform him Td rather 
He gave you the chastisement due, 
Sowhen you go home for Vacation 
Prepare for your punishment dire | 
A sound and severe eastigation 
At the hands of your horrified sive!” 


Dear pater—ihe Head's a romancer, 
So heed not the letter he mails; 

J can give you a jolly good answer 
To all of his trumpery tate 

The cigarettes in my Possession 
Are facts that cannot be denied; 

But boldly 1 make this confession— 
They all were of chocolate inside! 


So spare me the rod of correction, 
And calm my forebodings and fear; 
My conduct witi Dear close inspection 

I'm one of the best fellows here! 
By Wharton and Nugent and Cherry 
My praises are chanted and carottud; 
A virluous fellow—oh, very! 
Ts your crer-affectionate, Haroun. 


up, Bunter |” 
quiot, stern voice of Forsers Locke. 
“Wake up at once 1” 

“Oh! II didn’t know it was you. 
Mr. Locke!” gasped Bunter.” “i 
thought it was some othor beast!” 

Bunter sat up, , groped for his 
spectacles, jammed them on his nose, 
and blinked at Ferrers Locke. Tt was 
the detective who was shaking him into 
wakefulness. 

“Owl Pm awake now! What's the 
row?” demanded Bunter. “IF thoso 
boasts have been telling you I know 
anything about  pareel——” 

“Get up!” a 

“The fact is, I’m having a nap, Mr. 
Locke—" 

“Get up’? 


“Oh, no!” gasped Bunter. 
is that Wells bad it” 
“Tell me the trath, and at onco!” 
and, think # rast hve been Wells, if 
ere was. a parcel at all. But I don't 
really believe thero was 2 parcel. 
“Bunter, this, is serious mattor— 
mora. serious than you can possibly 
imagine,” said Ferrers Locke. “Do not 
talk nonsense, but tell me the plain 
facts immediately. Tt may a 
matter of lifo or death.” 
“Wha-a-at?” stuttered Buntor. 
“Where is the parcel? Jf it is in this 
room your lifo may be in danger.” 
“Oh erikey! It’s not here!” gasped 
Bunter. “Oh dear! II say, how 
could @ mab-jongg set be dangerous? 


“My idea 


“Ama—a box.” 
“Did you open the box" 
“Nunno! It_was marked mah-jonge 


on the lid. so [hadn't any use for st. 
A rotten Chines game—" 

“You may, I think, thank rour good 
fortune that Sou did not open the box!” 
said Forrers Locko, with a deep breath. 
“T should bo very ‘much surprised if {¢ 
tarned out to contain anything so harm- 
less as a game of mah-jongg.”” 

Billy Buntor’s  cyes opened 
behind his spectacl 

““But—but it said‘ mah-jongg’on the 
lid” he stuttered. 
Locke was silent for a moment. 
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wide 


2 


Harry Wharton & Co. looked af one 
another in wonder. 

‘They had rather expected Ferrers 
Locke, to be amused, when Wun Lung 
told him of tho missing parool, with & 
requost that the great detective should 
“findee ” it. 

But Locke had been anything but 
amused. 

He had questioned the juniors 
sharply, and Jesrning: thay they had no 
doubt ‘that Bunter bagged the parcel, 
ho hastily inquired where Bunter was} 
and lost no time in hurrying to the tat 
iiniers room. Tho Famous Five fol- 
lowed him, wondering what it all 
raeant, Evidently Ferrers Locke was 
deeply and intensely interested in the 
missing patcel—why, the chums of tho 
Removo could not guess, 

“What have ye done with that box, 
Bunter?” asked Locke at last. 

“Tt—it fell in 

Tho bakbtag pool! ¥ 

10 bathing-pool! —You—you seo, 
I-I took it out of the house to open it! 
OF course, T wasn't going to eat it, if 
it had been ‘Turkish Delight or any- 
thing. 1" 

“You throw it into the pool!” ex- 
Claimed Wharton. 

“Well, that little, hoathen boast 
painted my faco while I was asleep the 
other day,” said Bunter warmly. “If 
you think I'm going to let a beastly 

athen paint my face—’ 

Re reelyy Wharton! Besides, X 

“Oh, really, arton sides, 
didn’t’ chuck’ ft into the pool! It—it 
‘sort of foll in. - 

“Bunteo fatteo lotter!” said Wun 


Lung. 


Fate 

“So ib ig,at tho bottom of the bathjag: 
foot naw," anid Forrers Lote, All 
tho better, perhaps! Now, Buntor, 
answer mo carefully; tho matter is i: 
portant. What was the postmark on 
the parcel ?” 

“London,” answored Bunter. “It 
¢qmo from’ a stores—Blackles's Stores. 
Thoro was o label on it.” 

‘From a’ London stores! Such 
label could be obtained surreptitiously. 
afd Locke." Ho turned to Wun Tung. 
oit were not expecting a parcel from 
@ London ‘stores? 

“No expocteo,” said Wun Lung. 

“Tf you had’ received it, however, 
and found the meb-jonge box inside, 
ye sould undoubtedly have opened the 

a 

said Wun Long, 


Fe 

fo opee, see what inside. Me tin- 
keo plaps some Aiend senc me mah- 
jongg. Velly nicey Chine gamey. 

THT apy, what do you think was in 
the box!” gasped Bunter, “It—it said 
saghjonge fon th hd 

sy foo bathing pon, tor te provenk™ 
near tho bathing-pool, for the proseat, 
anid Ferrers Locke." "You will eee to 
eGertaily,® ssid Et 
ertainly,” eaid, Harry. 

Ferrors_ ‘Locke hurried from the 
room. Harry Wharton and Co. looked 
‘atone another blankly. 2 
Gee the thump——?” said Bob 

err 


in wonder, 


*ynles——” ho broke’ off, tho colour 
wavering in his cheeks. 

“Unless what?” 

“Unless—if the parcel came from 


Yhose brutes who are after Wun Lung— 
there was danger io it—" 

“Great Scott! _ Not—not—not 
Lomb?” ejaculated Bob. 

“Oh olumbs!” gasped Wun Lung. 

ne Maoxer Laszazr.—No. 1177. 


‘There was 2 startled howl from Bun- 
ter. He blinked at the juniors, his 
fat face like chalk. 

*I—-I say, fell ,” he stuttered, 
through ‘hig chattering teeth. “1 aay 
—sne—a bomb!” Oh crikey! And 
gad T baa fia my hands 171 carried 
it's far tho pip~pip—pool—oh dear 
I-T might ps been blown up! I—” 

Bunter collapsed on the bed, shaking 
like a fat jelly. Harry Wharton and 


Co., with very gravo faces, went down- 
ateirs, leaving to quake, ‘They 
found Ferrers Locke and Colonel 


Wharton in the hall. ‘The colonel's 
face was very disturbed, and he 
tugging at his grizzled moustache. 

“Tt scoms scarcely possible!” he was 
saying. “II can scarcely credit it, 
Mr. Locke! Such dastardly villainy 
i 

“Wo cannot be certain, yet,” said 
Ferrers Locke quietly. “But a’ pareel, 
froma an unknown source, addressed to 
‘Wun Lung, is an object ‘of very great 
suspicion in the it ciccumstances, 
If matters are as I fear, the bomb would 
bbe fixed to explode when the box was 
opened—” 

“Good gad!” 

“TI ropeat, wo cannot be certain, until 
we ascertain tho contents of the bor. 
But Tam thankful that Won Lung was 


umes: 

WRITE A GREYFRIARS 

LIMERICK and WIN A 
WALLET! 


on 
And extracted the “Ioan” of 
‘2 pour 


Wallet to: Thomas P. O'Brazil, 
Buckley Hall, Rochdale, Lancs. 
POST YOUR LIMERICK 
TO-NIGH! 


tigre treatise cao 


uncraconamgctn tn tneaeccetemtt 
FO 


ae 
“But if he had not 
“T have no doubt 
bomb, it is timed to explode, afta 


ertain lapse of time, whether opened 
ornot” end Ferrers Locke,” 
“Good gad,” repeated the 


of that stupid boy, 

Colonel Wharton was interrupted, 

“Hark!” 

From & distance came a sudden, 
rending roar. 

All exes turned on the windows. In 
the distence, over the trees thst sur- 
rounded the bathing-pool, what looked 
like a water-spout was flung up to the 


sky. toar of the explosion rolled 
‘over the park like thunder, and win- 
Gows shook and rattled about the house. 


“Good heavens!” muttered the colonel 
buskily. 

A dead silence followed the explosion. 
The echoes died away, and all was 
still, ‘The juniors looked at one an- 
other with pale faces. 

Tho voice of Ferrers Locke broke the 


silence. 


THE MAGNET 


“There is no doubt now!" he said. 
“Tt came from Wun Lung’s enemies— 
and it was a bomb! We are not done 
with them yet.” 


THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER, 
‘Who's for China? 


it E geay ‘ig 
M ‘Wan ‘Ling spoke. quietly. 
It was the following day. 

‘There was something i 
a hush on Wharton Lodge. ‘The ea 
plosion of the bomb, sont through the 
post to Wun Lung, hed brought home 
to the minds of all the occupants of 
the Lodge, more clearly than ever be- 
danger thet menaced 
all bis friends 


jeadl 


intervon- 
‘bomb bad exploded ins 
along’ place, ‘Tho “explosion ‘had 
damaged the bathing-poo!, and many 
of the trees that surrounded it; but 
that was a trifle. Had it exploded in 
the house, not only Wun Lung, but 
probably, inany others, would ‘have fal 
n_belpless victi: 


1¢0 had spoken little since, 
bt hig yollow face had, beon very 
thoughtful, Ho was thinking of tho 
‘Peril that ‘his presence in tho 

ought on his friends, 
danger that bad beon so nar. 
hed only made Colonel 


tion, 


fearful 


Lodge 

The 
rowly escaped 
Wharton all the moro determined to 
Ler the Chinese junior against his 

evtardly enemies Bo far from boin 
daunted, the old soldier seemed to snut 
tho battle like a warhorss, And the 
chums of the Remove shared his feol- 
a 


‘errors Locke remained in the house, 
All knew that tho Baker Stroot deteo- 
tive ex another blow to: fall, 
sooner of lator—that ho was vigilontly 
‘on tho watch against it. Yet, in tho 
nature of things, be could not toll 
when and whenco the blow might como, 
‘Tho enemy was unknown, unseen; and 
chose his own time and his own method. 

And Wun Lung, thinking it out, 
slowly but surely in tho calm Chinese 
way, had made up his mind. 

ol 


Phe reposted. “Mo 
fierce 
om a : 
Rot, old’ chap,” anid Heb Cherry. 
“TEES “farsetulaow,, ts tori 
em ‘fo, 
= ms my 


ry 
“Choose it, kid,” said Harry. 
pete not going. "Il be in 

eater: or an} ‘0 els.” 
eeDlaps” assented Wun Lung, “But 
me no stayee. No tinkee light! Plaps 
nicey cle. ‘colonel killy—- 

y ancle'e soldier,” said Harry. 
“He's faced ‘worse thibge than this, 
kid." Flanders was warmer than thoes 

likely. to make this house.” 
ole, "besstiful lade “plape 


goey, 
no tinkes ight 


acid Wun Lung. 

“T think my aunt will be going away 
for a time,” aid Harry. But he di 
not speak ‘with conviction. Both hor 


brother and nephew had endoavoured 
to persuade Miss Wharton to visit some 
frionds at © safe distance; but the old 
lady, with all her gentle ways, had a 
strain of the family obstinacy. ‘And she 
calznly declined 0 leave her brother 
‘and nephew in, danger. 

“All you, nicey, handsome  fello 
Pls Sally” said’ Won Lung, shaking 


“We'll chance it, old been,” seid 
Nugent. “We're jolly well sticking to 
you, till this circus is over.” 

“he stickTulnegs will be —" 

reposterous |” grinn erry. 

“Eron. Buntere sticking,” said 
Johnny Bull. “Yesterday he was in 


EVERY SATURDAY 


such 9 blue funk that he couldn’t stir. 
And I noticed that he had only ning 
helpings at supper. But he's recovered 
nov, haven't you, Bunter?” 

“Oh, really, Bull—” Bunter, who 
had that after-iunch feeling, was nod- 
ding in an armchair. Ho’ sat up to 

indignantly the juniors, 


at 
rho was in @ funk yesterday, I'd 


to know? 

You were, you fat bounder! You 
woro shaking’ like a fat jelly. Like a 
Siddy, Blancmange ti 

“That's the sort of thing T expect 
from you fellows,” said Bunter bitterly. 
“What would have happened to you 
all, Ud like to know, if it hadn’t been 
for, my wonderful, pluck” : 

“Your wonderful whatter?” ejacu- 
lated Bob Cherry. ? 

“Pluck!” hooted Bunter. “I call it 
plucky to collar a live boiub, carry it 
‘out of the house, and throw it into a 

ond. Chaps have got the Victoria 

Cross for that kind of thing.” 


“Oh, my bat ! 
fat fraud,” roared 
you didn’t know it was 
‘bomb. You wouldn't, bave gone 
within @ mile of it if you'd known.” 
“Pilo it on!” soeered Bunter. “I 
oxpect this sort of jealousy!” D've 
saved all your, lives with my, bound- 
less, pluck, and this is the thanks 1 


we 

“Buntee velly funnec.”” 

“Mean to say you, knew there was a 
bomb in Wun Lung’s parcel?” hooted 
Johnny Bull. 

“Of course, 


‘At least, I suspected it. 
‘That’ 


it. 


“But the truth 4s 
to bo a tomb, I bagged it 
ried it out to the p 
to shave all your wives—I mean to save 


all’ your lives. I'm accustomed to 
gratitudo, but, really, you fellows, 
thero’s a limit.” 


‘You fat Sbber” : 
“Ob, cheese it!” said Bunter, with 
& wave of a podgy hand. “You're 
ungrateful—and there's an end of it. 
You rely on mo to protect you, and I 
play ‘up. At least you inight say 
"Thank you? . 
erry winked at his comrades. 
if they landed another bomb 
hero, you'd collar it and walk off with 
it?” he demanded. 
urally,”” answered Bunter 
“I'm the only follow here that 
have tho pluck, I've proved 


What's that undor Bunter’s chair?” 
asked Nugent, taking his cue from 
Bob. 

Bunter jumped up. 

“"J—1 say, isis there anything under 
my chair?” 
“Let's look,” said Bob; and ho 
stooped behind the big armchair, and 
peered under 

“Ho, hey hi Buntor sat down 

in.’ “You can’t, pull my leg, you 


a large, silver one, of the 
varioty, ‘with a pronounced 


Hallo! Hallo! Do you 
fellows hear anything?” ke oxclainicd. 
i a ebony ae, 

“You ‘can't’ pull my leg. Tj 

know there isn't anything there.” 
Listen t 


juniors, 
Hstened. 


“T-E hear it!” gasped Wharton, 


“Something's—something’s ticking 
under Bunter’s chair. I hear it quite 
plainly.’ 


1” exclaimed Nugent. 


2B 


SMo ager may? he sais Grmily. 
Me to takes Tight ting too muchos 
dangea slong this house.” 

SBee her ein kidt® 

“But whero will you iat 
asked Harry. een 

He could see that the Chinese junior 
was resolved. 

“Me goey along home,” said Wun 
Lung. 

“China!” exclaimed all the juniors 
together. 

“What you tinkee? S'posee me stey 
hele, soonce, lates, ‘Tang Wang killy. 
In fathee house in China, me allee 


he 


ts 
‘The sound of that faint but deadly sounding ticking from under bis chair was 


too much for Bunter. 


‘With & how! be leaped wp and was out of the room In & 


moment 


“Don't you rum, Bunter! Look 
undor tho chair! ‘It may not be @ 
bomb!” 

“"Yarooooh !”” 


‘Pho sound of that faint, deadly tick- 
ing from undor his chair was enough 
for Bunter. Ho leaped out of the 
armebair os if the seat had become 
fuddenly red hot, With @ wild bound 
ho ronched the staircase. “ 

“Stop!” roared Bob Cherry. “Seize 
it ond carry it out, Bunter!” 

“Yaroooh 

“Save us, Banter!” 

“Ow! Ob crumbs! Oh!” 

Bunter streaked up the stairs. Con- 
sidering the weight he had to lift, his 
speed was wonderful. He was not, 
apparently, ‘thinking of ‘saving any 

1y. 

“He, ha, ba!” roared the juniors. 

Bob’ Cherry fielded his watch, and 
returned it to his pocket. Bunter did 
not stop till he reached his room, 
where he locked the door, and listened 
with distended ears for ‘the expected 
explosion. He listened in vain. 

Harry Wharton & Co. sat down 
again, chuckling. 

“Fattee ole Bunteo plenty funkee.” 
grinned Won Lung. 

“Tho funkfulness of tho esteemed 
Bunter is terrific,” remarked Hurreo 
Jamsct Ram Singh. “But tho 
Indicrous Bunter is the only esteemed 
funk here, my absurd Wan Lung, and 
we are going to stick to you like 
ridiculous glue.” 

“Hear, hear!” 

Wan Lung smiled. 


ht. Mo sendee teloglam  tellee 
jathee comey home.” 

Tho juniors looked at ono. another. 
It was, when they camo to think of it, 
probable that the Chinese schoolboy 
would be safor in bis father’s houso 
in China, than in a distant land whero 


ho was the object of incessant attacks 
from unseon’ enomies, 

“Me tinkeo bestee,” said Wun Lung, 
“Hop Hi gocy back along Gloyftialn, 
Tang Wang no wanteo Tilly Mop Hi: 
x ly Me goey back along 


ane, 


But,” said Harry, “you're safo 
here, more or less. But, if they try to 
get ‘st you on your journcy—it’s a 
thumping Jong way to China!” 


“Plaps Fellels Locke comey, lookee 
aftee this Chince.” 
“My hut!” exclaimed Bob. “Look 


hero, we'll jolly ‘well all, go. and see 
Wan Long tafe home, Vif jolly: well 
get my paler to agree.” 

“Good egg!” exclaimed Johniy Bull. 
“But what about next torn at Grey: 
ARON mak le get I 

“Weill make our people get leave 
fron: the Tiead, “Who wouldivt rather 

fo China, than grind. Latin with 
Suctehy im ihe Formroom?™ 
sq pttiod” chuckled Nugent. “Bat 
“My hat! Wo might bo ablo to, fx 
iY" Seid Horry, his eyes gistening. 
“YE the kid goes, there's no dove thet 
ho would be safer with us along: with 
hia to Took aftge hime 

Ves, rather” 
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at 


“The rathertumess is terrific.” 

And the Famous Fivo put their heads 
together, and, subject to leavo from 
parents ‘and ‘headmaster, the matter 
was settled. Wun Lung’s slanting eyes 
shone with’ satisfaction. 

“Plenty good!” he said. “Mo gooy. 
And sposee you felleo” comey, ms 
allee light. Plenty too muelice good.” 

‘And the chums of the Remove agreed 
{hata trip to China—if it came of— 
Yrould undoubtedly bo “plenty too 
muchee good.” Indeed, Murreo Jamset 
Ram Singh declared that the muchful- 
hess would be territic. 


THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER. 
Off to China ! 


gS HINA!” guid Billy Bunter 
thoughtfully. 
China, the Flowery Land, 
the land of rico fiolds and 
ayodas, of pigtails “and | pirates 
suns, "the changeless land, Un- 
changisi, at heart, atter many con: 
tutics, inspite of changes on the 


suri 

Chins, the land that had been ordored 
‘and civilised when tho uncient Britons 
painted with woad, wandered in the 
forests of Britain, and tho ancestors of 
tho English hud’ not yet crossed the 
North Sea. 

Chins, which had seen the Roman 
iso, and seen it fall, and sur- 
unchanged through the long cen- 


vive 
maint strange land, 
hat, strange land, so my: 
attractive, was in tho thoughts of’ all 
the, Groyfriurs follows. ‘They thought 
of it, and talked of it, every day; whilo 
Wun Lung waited for tho answer to bis 
cablo, sent to bis father in the far-off 
Colestial aud. 
Bunter thought of it, toot If Wun 
Ling went, the other fellows wore going, 
énd Bunter had to decide whether bo 


rious, 60 


's problem for Bunter. 
‘There wero pros and cons. Bunter 
had a yory, vague ides of China. Ho 
pictured mighty rivers rolling through 
Yast riceiolds, crowded with junks that 
swarmed with’ pigtailed pirates. ‘Tho 
por of a yellow man slicing bis 
ullet head off with a huge, curred 
‘sword was not attractive to Bunter. On 
the other hand, Bunter liked the idos 
ion that some: 
Still more 


Eat 


of no work for weeks and weeks 
and weeks! 

Ho had heard that the Chinese were 
ood cooks, ‘That was another attrac. 
tion. On tho other hand, he had heard 
that they ato oats and dogs, and sharks’ 
fing and birds'-nests, and’ all sorts of 
weird things—which ‘did not appeal to 
him, Still, on the whole, Bunter con- 
sidered it’ probable that he would do 
well in the way of grub. 


‘There might be danger! That wasn’t the 


attractive. But Bunter was rather good 
at looking after his fat solf. A fellow 
could dodge danger; and, after all, it 
yas really only Wun Lung who stood 
in peril, and perhaps fellows, who, tried 
to protect him. Bunter wasn’t going to 
endanger himeoll by. trying. to. protest 
anybo 

Bosi 


‘That would bo ell right! 
ides, the. Ovel of tho Remove was 
not accustomed to looking ahead. He 
was as btave as a lion when thore was 
no danger, and et the present moment 
there wasn't any. 
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Bunter decided wo go, a 
Having, after several days of cogita- 
tion, reached that decision, Bunter com- 
municated it to the other ‘fellows. 

“You chaps can rely on me,” he said. 
“Yim sticking to you! If you go, I go 
to look after you!” 

“"Fathoad !” was Bob Cherry's reply. 

Bunter ignored that. 


“Of course, there’s one or two things 


exes,” said Bunter. "That seems to mo 
only fair. What do you think, Wun 


Lung? 
fundl®,, tinkee fat ole Bunteo velly 
e°. 


‘I shall have to make a few condi- 
tions,” said Bunter thoughtfully. “I 
shall want to travel first-class all the 
way. No petty economy 
'Is that ally" asked Harry Wharton. 

“Well, no. I shall want some pocket- 
monoy. Not s lot, of course—say, a few 
pounds a week.” 

“ Anything clse?”” 

“Well, you fellows must understand 
that you will have to behave yourselves, 
if Pm going to travel with you. No 
larks, you know! None of your Remove 
nor ragging! I shall expoct you to 

cep an eye on me, and act as I act——"” 

“We can’t all be pigs,” said Johiny 
Bull, shaking his bead 


Te’ we doa’t teavel in good style, Tshan't 
come,’ 


‘said Bob Chierry con- 
“So'don't worry.” 


“Tm not 
If, ¢8 you 
come.” 


“Oh, really, Wharton——” 
=phacmal. 


“Boast!” 

Billy Bunter rolled awsy, snorting. 
‘This was rather a “‘facer” for Bunter. 
He had thought it out, long and care- 
fully, and decided to go with the 
It was quite disagreeable to find # 

id decided otherwise. 
Bunter was = sticker! Ho 
tackled Colonel Wharton on the subject, 
inquiring whether he did not think that 
if the fellows went, he—Bunter—ought 
to go with to see that they came 


iy, sir—" 

Buntor gave the colonel vp. He put 
i to Berzers Locke next, “ihe Baker 
Street detective gave him en amused 


“Tam afraid, Bunter—” he began. 
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“That's all right, Mr. Locke,” inter. 
rupted Bunter. “Nothing to bo afraid 
of, if I'm with yout ‘You see, I shall 
TogR attr the, whole party’ 

“Dear me!” said Mr. Locke. “I was 
going to say, I'am afraid you would be 
quite useless end a general, nuisance, 
and that it would be most injudicious 


for you to make one of such @ party.” 
“That's rot!” said Bunter. 
“What?” 
“Rot!” 


Mr. Looke gave him a look and turned 
away. Bunter had an impression that 
he was annoyed about something, he did 
bot know what. But it was plain that 
he was going to get no support from 


seemed to bo unani- 
‘For the next day 


to China with all possi ,"” aid 

Locke. “He thinks—and I fully agree 

with bim—that Wun Lung will be safer 
personal care.” 

“Pathe” plenty savvy said Wun 


Lung. 
“Ho desires mo, to undertake the 
to China,” 


ight, old bean; you won't 7 3 


ke smiled. 
Sith regard to Won Lang’s ay 7 


i ithe that some of 
H90,42 Rhuld travel with, Biss, Me. 
Wan very heartily welcomes, ¢he’ iden, 
‘and offers to pay all expenses.” 

“Wun, 


0d bean, gour pater» 


‘Wun exprosses grateful thanks 
's friends for wishing to accom. 
pany him and protect him on th 
Journey, and promises ,a very cordial 
welcome to, all of them.” 

“Bravo!” 


“Me. Wan also thinks thet Hop Hi 
will be safer a) 


wrt, fi his brother at 
“nid. Locke. “1 


yf the to 
Sy “understand that you have already 
obteined the consent of your people to 


make this journey if it is to be made. 
Ree 


“Never mind the buts, sir!” said Bob 
Cherry. “We'ro jolly well going!” 

“No dangerfulness can,be too terrific 
for us, honoured, sabib,” said Hurree 
Jamsot Ram Singh. 

“What do you say, Colonel Whar. 
ton?” asked Locke. “Your nephew will 
undoubtedly be imperilled if he accom- 
panies Wun Lung,’ 

‘Wharton looked rather anxiously at 
his uncle. ‘Tho old oolonel tugged at his 
moustache. 

(Continued on page 28.) 


THE GREAT WAR! 


Behind the 


grim tragedy of the titanic stvuggle between nations ongaged 


in a batile to the death, the woak ef the SECRET SERVICE, silent, sinister, strangely efficient, 


goes on 


THE FLYING SPY 


By GEO. E. ROCHESTER. 


‘THE OPENING CHAPTERS. 


nee 
pi mae icrhsaie 
Phe taller, who ischial of the German Secret 


Soroice, Ub foread to admit he 
AG oy feet aed that he tas 
tts an tnfanc, "Ocergowering, he. doctor, 
Sse nbal ota nperance to Boeands 1 
Heal Capured, Bu coeayen ond srw 
trckuclory ater, ates Jor the Briieh 
He te intercepted, 
lanes, which do. soe 
ng le former rn. 
4 


dof sokiers wpuroach, 
uy returng to his plane 


‘The Passing of Von Sturm. 


UY had lett, his propeller tick- 
G ing oxor. Snapping down his 
goegles, his gloved fingers 
Elosed on tho ‘throttle. Nhe 
drone of tho quictly-running engine rose 
toa deep, pulsating roar. With. in 
rensing mpetus tho machine moved 
forward across tho bumpy turt wntit the 
ound was swirling past, a greyigh 
ur. “Phe tajl came up, and as the boy 
eased back the control-atick the mono- 
Plane soared into tho air. 
‘At ono hundred feet. it banked, and 
coming about, “headed ‘westwards  to- 
words tho line, 


Te was at soven-thirty a.m, that morn 
ing that the tolephone-bell  trilled 
tharply in tho office of tho Genernt 
Officer Commanding |B Wing 
Headquarters at Le Cour 

His aide-de-camp, Stuart, 


“Von Sturm ia to be brought here to 
Le Courban at once,” replied the 
brigadicr crisply. “Send Colonel 
Tempest. to me.” 

“Very good, sir,” roplicd the aide- 
decamp, and, saluting, withdrew. 

Te was towards dusk of that same doy 
when 8 powerful dust-stained touring- 
gar drow up at Wing Headquarters st 
Le Courban, From the tonneau stepped 
the boyish Von Sturm, accompanied by 
‘captain of French infantry. 

Under the escort of Captain Stuart, 
‘Von Sturm was token at once to tho 
office of Brigadier-Gencral Clayton, who 
was seated at a blanket-covered end 
Paperstrewn table. Closing the door, 
Captain Stuert stepped forward, rang- 
ing himsolf alongside Von Sturm, who, 
stiffy at attention, was facing the 
brigadier across the’ table, 

"So. you have returned,” 
Brigadier-Genezal Clayton, his 


ssid 
eyes 


es, 


‘The 
forged German Secret Service 

by four German 
“et, thd tate of thee 


Guy lands 0 
friend from the wrecked machine, but 


“1 will get Von Sturm with this 1” sald Pedlar Zor, with a vielons erin. And 


taking stock of the boy's drawn and 
haggard face. ras 

‘Fes sic. 

“And, do you return as friend ot 
engang?” 

Ae friend, sir.” 
‘Phe brigadior nodded. 

"hen you are convinced of the truth 
of your birth? be said quietly, "You 
Sre satisfied that you aro. an’ English: 
nan ‘and tho son of Colonel ‘Tempest ?= 

2 ato, en," replied Von Sturm," Z 
learned ho" truth. ftom Zolbell” kine 
Bs 

‘The brigadier was silent, his exes on 
tho boy. And when, next ‘he spoke his 
tonee. were quiet and fovel 

Mee Tempest,” be saié—and Yoo 


from a leather belt he half-drew the curved blade of a glittering knife. 


Sturm started at the unfamiliar namo 
which from henceforth would bo his 
own, “when last you stood before. mio 
you swore an oath that, in the event 
of your being satisfied ‘that you, bad 
been tricked by the Germans into bear- 
ing arms against your own countrymen, 
you would be for England, body, hear 
nd sou, until tho end,” Tudo yon 
"Yon Sturm inclined his head. 


“Tn view of that promise, 
and there was that in his quict tones 


which thrilled the boy—" 
‘Tae Maoner Lrenany, 


id heeauso. 
0. 117. 


% 


fe do. not doubt your loyalty to 
England, the country which gave you 
birth, I am instructed on 


He paused, then asked 
“Mr, ‘Tompest, do you accept?” 
Agair Von Sturm inclined his head. 
“1 do accept, sir,” be answered. 
‘Tho brigadier hold out 
* Boy," he said earnestly, “you your- 
golf have been grievoudy ‘wronged by 
those who have plunged the world into 
war and mado a shambles of France 
and Belgium. ‘That must weigh heavily 
with you in the fight which, from now 
onwards, you will wage against those 
whom once you looked upon as friends. 
But never forgot, this—tho cause of 
England is just. She did not sock this 
war; but sho was in honour bound te 
unsheath the sword—a sword which will 
not be dried until, with flag of truce, 
Germany comes suing for peace. And 
now you will see your father.” 
‘Thera ia no need here to probe into 


is son. Tt was 
of long duration, for these two had 
much of which to spoak. 

‘Whe 
the quarters whict 
him.” There, he indulged 
shower and br 
ning the chaki uniform which bad been 


llotted 


laid out for him, 

‘When fully drosed ho stood for = 
moment before his small feld mirror. 
And he knew thon that the Hauptmann 


Guido yon Sturm was dead, and that 
‘Major Guy Tempest hed been born in 
his stead. 


Pedlar Zor ! 

LOWLY that eventful day drew to 
close, and midnight saw Dr, 
Zolhoft’ closeved with General 
Raschon in hin office in tho 

Wilhelmstrasse in Berlin. 

“Crossed the lines?” Zolhoff paused 
in his pac of the floor to almost 
thout the words at the seated Raschen. 
“OF course dog bas crossed the 
lines! Did ho not shoot Eberhard down 
in Games this morning, together vith 
tho ther three fools who "intercepted 

jm. 


“But we do not know that the paper 
bearing details of our espionage service 
in Britain was in his possession,” said 
Raschen soothingly. 

“No, we do, Mot, know! snarled 
Zolhof. “But that docs not mean to 
say that the pape: isn't in his posses- 
sion. Blood and fury! But to think 
that this has happened—" 

Ho broke off and resumed his savage 
pacing of the floor, to halt abruptly and 
fling ot Raschen 

“Do you not realise, you stupid fool, 
that the treacherous hound knows the 
strength and personnel of almost every 
German aerodrome? He can give in 
formation worth its weight in gold a 
thousand times over, to our enemics. 
Our aerodromes will’ be bombed night 
and day from now onwards—” 

ae trent on Cereal Beate 
coldly, “to forget that wo have an Air 
Force capable of protecting our acro- 
dromes, Herr Doktor.” 

“Have wet” answered Zolhoff grat- 
ingly. “I doubt it! Already our 
Fokkers are finding they cannot live 
with the fighting machines which the 
Englanders are introducing into tho 


between Orde 


it was over, the boy went tow 


field. 


I tell 


fame and rank of Major Gi 
ho has ‘@_ comm 
British Royal Aic Foros. 
“Fro ‘Number 37.” 
Passionately, Zolhoff crumpled the 
massage in 


ay Tom 
in Rite 


i@ hand and wheeled on the 


aly. 
“Number thirty-seven !” he rapped. 
“Who is he?” 

“Hans Offer,” replied the orderly. 
Ho i macquérading as « peasant in 
the village of Le Gourban., His papors 
are to the-effect that he has been re- 
jeoted for service with tho French Army 
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Sturm of the Imperial Air Servi of 

rmany 

“Y'know him,” nodded Redlar Zor, 
cat on Zolhof hacrhiy “and Sousa 
went on Zolhoff harshly, “and possestos 
information which he must never live 
to use. Your orders are to kill him, 
either by « bullot or by a stab in tho 
back. How you assassinate him must 
bo left to yon. But his life is forfeit 
and you will not return to Germany, 
under penalty of dosth, until youre. 
fara ith word chat Guy ‘Tempe ie 
a 

“Twill not fail,” replied Pedlar Zor, 
and for a moment his broken and 
tobacooatained tooth shomed in a Rete 
ing, vicious grin. “1 wi : 
Hite Doktor Swith chistes 
‘And from the leather belt. below his 
ragged jacket, he balf-drow the carved 
lade of a glittering life, 


‘The Black Box ! 

OLHOFF lost no time in making 

preparations for having Pedlar 

yr transferred across the line. 

‘Tho rosult of these. preparations 

was that at dusk, somo twenty minutes 

later, « largo triple-engined bomber. of 

tho G-type stood. with engines ticking 
over on the acrodrome of Elberfeld. 

Beside the machine, chatting with his 


: ing-officor was Leutnant Lach 

ee hopes teey ire the “pilot A peculiar fellow this 
‘Then thie, hm? Zolhofi, “cam bo Lache. ‘Tall, thin, and palo of fncc, 
taken as absolutely authentic? It has fone would, havo “token the 
been corroborated brilliant pilot which be undoubtedly 


Te hae been corroborated, Herr 
Doktor,” assented the orderl; 

“end Pedlar Zor to me," com- 
manded Zolholt harshly.” “He is in 
attendance here, by my instructions!” 

“Very good, Herr Doktor!” replied 
EN sexastiy:, be) wilkiey: 

i i. wi 
Zolhoft wheeled oa Raschen. 

“There,” ho maried, “I told you ho 
had erosted the fines, Number thirty: 
toven has got word. through quickly. 
Mark, him “down for promotion and 
reward. It is good work—but torrible 
news!” 

He turned to the door as it was 


opened, and o small, wiry men with o Gay 


swarthy countenance and dark, beady 
eyes entored the room. ‘The newcomer 
was dressed in civilien garb; 
and none to look at him would think 
that, in him, Germany numbered one 
‘of her most famous spies. 

Before the War, this man, Pedlar Zor, 
had done splendid work for the Father: 
land beyond the frontiers of Gormany, 

ind since the commencement of hostili- 

ties he had been instrumental in run- 
ning to earth more than a dozen allied 
Seoret Service agents in Germany. 

‘Merciless he was, and cunning as a 
rat And thoro was something tatlike 
about him now as, clutching his cap, 
ho. stood watching Zolhoff with his 
bright little eyes. 

“Listen, to me!” eaid Zolholt 
harshly. “To-night you will make pre- 
parations to cross the British lines. 
One of our machines will drop you 
under cover of darkness in the vicinity 
ot te Courban. There = a man ee 
‘whom you must get, and you will not 
return to Germany until he is dead!” 

“His namet” mumbled Pedlar Zor. 

“Is Major Guy Tempest, of the 
British ‘Ale Force,” answered Zol- 
hoff. “Late Hauptmann Guido 


was, 
Ho hed not tong returned from 
servico on the Eastern Front, where 
the G-type of bombers had boon tried 
out. "So suocessful had been tho night 
operations of Leutnant Lach, that 
hed beon transforred for service on the 


‘Western Front. And beoauso of his 
fine record he bad ben selected 
Zolhoft for 


this dangerous ‘mission 
¢ropping Pediat Zor behind the Brith 
inne 


“Xou have your, coursg, plotted” 
Lacho demanded of Unter-offizior Falb, 
his youth navigating-officer, 

“ Yes, Horr Leutnant,” replied Falb. 

“We should reach tho vicinity of Le 
irban two hours after midnight.” 
‘Leutnant Lache, nodded. 
“That is good,” he commented. “It 
be dark then, For just before the 
iawn is the darkest hour of all tho 
night, 

He turned away towards the machine, 
Ay Come” be, said, drawing, on his 
\ying-gloves. “We ‘wi y 

‘He paused a moment tors word with 
the. sergoant-mechanic who had been 
tuning up the threo 260 h.p. engines, 
then clambered up to the forward cock 
pit, followed by the Unter-offizier Falb. 


Settlix himself in tho pilot's scat, 
with Falb by his side, Lache took the 
precaution of running starboard, centre, 


and port engines up on briof test. He 
had a long and dangerous fight in front 
of him, and, although the sergeant. 
mechanio had assured him that tho 
engines were giving their revs, Lache 
was never one to placo too much con- 
fidence in the word of others 


Satisfied, however, that the engines 
were giving their reve., he closed the 
throttle, and, sna down his 


ing 
rogglon, turned to Bulb, 
Ready?” ho asked. 
‘Yes, Herr Leutaant,’ answered the 
navigating-officer. 
Teaning forward, Lache flicked a 
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switch on the justrument-boerd in front 
of him, blinking tho navigation-lights 
fon the tips of his port and starboard 
wings. In response to this signal that 
the machine was roady to take off, the 
yellow beam of a dry battery lamp 
shone out from the middle of the aero- 
drome, token that tho way was clear. 

The’ drono of the quietly running 
engines rose to a deop, pulsating roar 
as Lacho opened up tho throttle. 
Bumping and swaying, the bomber 
moved away from the hangars, swing- 
ing into wind. ‘Then, as Lache opened 
tho throttle to full tho machine swept 
forward to riso into the night sky in 
a Jong, upward climb. 

‘Twice, a it gained height, the bomber 
giroled the aerodrome, then the pulsat- 
ing boat of its engines died graduall 
away as it headed westwards towards 
the Tine. 


rod west 
poight ‘af eight: thousand 
feot, only the thunder of its powerful 
engines marked the course it tool. 

Lolling in his seat, his gloved hands 
gripping. tho leather-bound . control- 
wheel, Lache’s gopslorprotected eyes: 
scarco ever strayed from the instrument- 
board in front of hin.  Occasionalls 
Falb would rise to his foct and check 
the course of the bomber by means of 
the drift indicator on tho side of the 
cock 

In the rear cockpit, separated from 
the forward cockpit by a full ten feet 
of fuselage, the two German gunners 
Shon Lache was eurrying wero feaning 
against the scarf-mountings of theif 
guns, gazing down at tho darkened 
Sounkryside far below. 

It mi ra little hore what 
thoughts of those two were, but maybo 
they were grimly wondering if with 
the dawn they would pass this way 
again, oF if the Bornber would be lying 
wimess of charfed and burned-out 
wreckage behind the British lines. 

Presently one of them spoke, 
to his companion's ear, and 
downwards ‘with gloved thumb. 

y you think he’s all right?” he 
said. 

“The other shook his hoad. 

“T cannot "he answered; then 
added with a ‘But I would 
not be him—no, not for ten thousand 
marks, I would not! It is the box— 
3 like «, coffin.” 

Cepuahing cc the floor of the cockpit 
he thrust his head through the trap- 
door, which allowed of the lower gun 
fring dowawards, and red at a long, 
bldck box which was slung beneath tho 
bomb rack in the rear of the under- 


ho turned 


slips 
jerking 


up, 


again to his compa: 
“'To think,” he said, “that a live man 


ion, 


ies in that, box! Ab, tho nerve of 
these. spics * 

yy oarn their pay,” responded his 
companion sententiously. 

On and on through the night sky 
roared the bomber. "An hour passed, 
and thon another, and towards the south 
Lacho saw the wheeling beams of the 
searohlights guarding Saarbrucken and 
Motz, Ho touched Faib on the arm. 

“How long now before wo cross tho 
Ying?” he asked. 

“Forty minutes,” replied Falb. 

Rising to his fect, he bent over the 
drift indicator, then’ turned to Lache. 

“Alter your course to, ono hundréd 
anid seventy-five degrees.” ho said. 

Tache's left foot moved @ fraction on 
the radder-bar, and the noso of tho 


machine swung correspondingly until 
tho compass noodle settled steadily at 
‘the 175 mark. 

‘Ten ilometres eastwards a long 
string of “flaming onions "—grcen balls 
‘of fre—sailed up into tno night, and 
Falb knew that they were passing a 
German aerial lighthouse. 

The bomber was fiying now at = 
height of ten thousand feet, its absolut 
ceiling. Lache's eyes behind his 
gougles wore grim, for akcad ho could 
sce a distant sinuous intermittent line 
of st shells and Very lights, with 
ftere and there the horisontal wheeling 
ray of search 

ewes the tremhcst 

“Pass word to tho gunners to lcep & 
good look-out!” said bache eurtly; and 
‘obediently Falb spoxe into the shozt- 
fongth tolophono which connected with 
‘the rear cockpit. 

‘But tho gunoors did not nced the 
warnings OSy knew only too well Unt 
thoy were rapidly approaching the 
danger area, and never for an instant 
did their hands stray far from the 
spade-grips of their guns. 

‘At ten tiousand foot tho bomber 
passed over tho trenches. ‘Thon, with 
fut waroing, there camo a middch wh 
like crack, apes andiblo above the 
thunder of the engines. Lurid fame 
apotod vividly, high in the sky round 
the bomber, and pulls of white smoko 
hung wraith-like for » monient in the 
darkness, then merged into nothingness 
tad nerd peas: 

Tt was shrapnel from the British and 
French anticalvoraft batteries, 

Stabbing up through tho night camo 
the golden, probing beam of scarch- 
lighié’ Grissorossing {ike scissors they 
swept the sky, darting hero and there 
{n'a effort © locate the bomber. 

‘The machine was lit up for a moment 
in a blinding glaro as a wheoling be 
paused on it then passod on into the 
Bight,” Back eam ‘the boas picking 
out tho fore part of the bomber in 
every detail, and ray aftcr ray darted 
across the sky, fastening on the machine 


a 


and turning it into the semblance ot a 

huge silver monster of tho night. 
Shoving forward the control column, 
the Leatnant Tache took tho bomber 
diving earthwards with engines thunder- 
ull revokutions, Bar stil the 


Pressing on the ruddey-bur, Tache 
turned the bomber in a sickening down: 


ward swoop which took him. «droppin 
€own into the darkness, and 
curchlight rays gropirg aimle 


void above. 

Levelling up, ke brought the machine 
on to her former eourse of one hundred 
and seventy-five degrees and thundered 
ga through dhe night. Bat he. had 
ost two ‘thousand fect of altitude in 
that witd downward div 

Dehind him tho ecarchlight rays shut 
down one by one, and the antiaircraft 
guns were stilled. Tho first, barrage 
had been successfully passed, but there 
were others akeud, 


Minutes passed, then around the 
nachine camo agiin the crackling of 
exploding shrapnel, vai! the. darkness 


Was split by the searchlight cams of 
the second” barrage. Vicious, hurl 
flashes leapt into being above and below 
the bomber, for now the shrapnel had 
Marted. in earnest, 

With engines, tinindering at full ro- 
volutions ike bonher tore en,” Hee 
nose was down, and coaselossly the feet 
of Lacho presed. alternatively ‘on the 
rudder-bar, causing the machine to 
pursue 9 wary Zigmag courte. 

Once a blinding glare fonda the f 
ward cockpit as a scare) 
settled on the minchine, 
control wheel whirled in Lache 
and pulling a sharp wing-(urn, 
the Beam. 

The youthful Fath, whose first fight 
with Lache this was, felt @ strange confi- 
dence in the grin iaced pilot "who wis 
fo" coolly. and. skilfully “evading tho 


he lost 


(Continued on rage 28.) 


Billy Bunter’s 
Fed-Up 


ANNUAL in his trunk. 


copy. Alll the favourite schoolboy char 


Rookwood Schools are here to entertai 


plates, and many clever drawings. 


Be sure to ask for 


No wonder Billy Bunter looks fed-up— 
he’s forgotten to pack his HOLIDAY 
This wonder- 
ful budget of ripping schoo! yarns and 
thrilling adventure’stories is too good to 
be missed. Mind you don't forget your 


acters of Greyfriars, St. Jim's, and 


you with their amazing adventures. 
‘There are also interesting articles, colour 
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aud eightysfour 
sod, turing, tothe pile, 
vider, thie none of the butabet 
iil the cormparencedle steadied 
Veh "The altimeter was 
than four thousand 
fow nunites Lache held hee 
wu'sitdalely’ Falls tattelee Lit 
and pontid downwards into 


a 
inh ‘aru 


‘wo opproaching?” — rxpped 
are within forty kilometres of 
amented Kalb, There 
gronnd here wh 


i han of Lache closed ov 
‘ot the engines 
swinrd the 60 


hier ot t0 its 


Licking aver, the mnichine e 
ivop vilently earthwitrds frou 
iu, 


ivly the altimeter needle 
fron sand fre 

thousund fie bun- 

tfive hundred foet. ‘Tho two 


gwiners worn Iytiyt side hy side on. the 
floor of the « cockpit, 

Ilrougde the gun-uray the fon Bla 
whic was suapended ‘below the bomb 
tuck. 


(Witt Pedlur Zor suceced in landing 
safely in-Le Courhan? I] he dora, Guy 

Dempeit's life will be entirely im kis 
Jernds, untese—— Angreny, youll read 
exictty, tehut happens in next week's 
thrilling fustalment of this powerfut 
War story.) 


THE MACNET 


THE FOE FROM THE SKY! 
Coutinued from pre 2.) 
“The question, Mr. Locke, is thi 


will the proscucs of his friends make 
cr for Wan Lung, in 


said Locke, 


19 decide for hi 
harton suciled 


ik or ewian together,” said Johnny 


“Sear, heart 
“That, then. is settled,” said Locke. 
* Tt will be iiecossary to make a few pre- 
parations for the journey. Fortunately, 
Thaye been in China, and shall bo able 
to tell you exactly what you will need 
doubt what 
fe . 


ow wo shall 
e by the steamer for France; 
and at Marsoilles we shall find a steam- 
yacht, which will 


the. rest 
SF the journey. TI i, will bo 
than: travelling” by the ‘ordinary 


& 0, route, in tho. cir 
My one’ object’ will be to plac 
safely in his father’s house, 
‘And 50 it was settled. 

‘The next few days were busy ones, 

‘There was only one dissatisfied {nco— 
and that was the podgy countenance of 
Wiliam, Cestaeetival ey 

Colonel Wharton and the juniors paid 

oti took bs muabe te creer 
purchases for the vorage; and Bunter 


Nntched them go with a morose oye 
Ile watched them with ‘a morose exe 
During the whole 
left" for good, 

‘a8 morose. 
But when the day came for the start 
Bunter cami down carly. If the party 


had expected, ex hoped. to depart While 


EVERY SATURDAY, 


Bunter was still snoring they were ais: 
Sppointed. Bunter was on the spot, 

‘A ear eame rowid for them, aud bag- 
gage was piled on it, Good-byes were 
said. ‘There was no scerct about tho 
departure. Tocke had no doubt that. it 
would ho watched by the emissurics of 
Tang Wang: but he was willing to et 
fhe noms now that Wan, Log wat 
Joaving Wharton Lodge—in fact, he de- 
sired to let them know. Once they 
Knew that the son of Wun Chung Lung 
was po longor ‘thera, the shadow of 
deadly peril would ' he lifted | from 
Wharton Lodge, ‘The party packed in 
the ear, and Locke took the wheel. 
Then Billy Bunter rolled up. 

T say, you follows——” 

jood:bye, Bunter f” 

“Tsay, Lin not staying on her 
said Bunior, with a sniff,” “I'm going 


uu_might as well give mo a 
* said Bunter. 


ro was a pause; and then tho 
iors made. rooin in the car. 

“Hop in!” said Wharton, 

Bonter hopped in. 

Tho car rolled away, As it dashed 
along the road to Wimford a man with 
slanting eyes watched it from another 
—and that other ear glided in theie 
wake. Locke glanced "back at it, 
smiled, and drove on, 

Dilly Bunter settled down comfortably 

a fat grin on his fat faco. Ho had 


1 Iie to Folkestone, whers the party 
yecre to take thio Channel boat, © At 
‘olleestone. they were goin say 
retoca bre! tS autor fat Noone thoy 
thought they were! But William 
George Bonter had his own ideas about 
that! 


THE END. 


(Whatever you do, chums, don't m 
the next story in this grand. holiday 
series, entitled: “ALL ABOARD FOR 
CHINA” You'll ‘vote it the reat 
aoods !) 
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NEW HIGH JUMP HOW MUCH SHOULD 
RECORD SET UP we TITAS Wal SCHOOLBOYS RECEIVE ? 
SUMMER SPORTS—AND POCKET-MONEY PROBLEM 


“SUMMER” NOT “POUNDS” 
seu cen'| CRICKETER COLLAPSES AFTER MIGHTY HIT [jst ‘02°39 [2 22 noes roast opie of pte noy i 


No.9 


‘An hour istot—though it soomed but | Mark anal vas oor stace aptlne| not the troount of's bos's slowange which onadiore? 
it seemed but | Mark, and it was now Mauly's tum again, | not the amount of a boy's allowanoo which mattore ; 
GAME HELD UP BY FOOTMAN  ,f3°u.a'% Mauly-—bo was, ragoly| Hip Tordabip was leaning heavily on i ‘whioh he epends it. I nover 


fabio. 
blinked ‘agound, to find Bob Cherry | obliged to wake 
LEMONADE! (Botlisg © ear ot pads on his noble fog, | ASA thoa'Lord Misaloverer decided that | gc 


necessary ; being content to loave it to the 
oye" parente and guardians, 


's champion gorger, . mar! Harry banding him a bat. pa was time to get | over, Leapin Dicky Nu I Cie rey follow at Grey litre 

Mon Tbial qualopgyentoaety a WELL PLAYED, AND SLEPT, MAULY Smacrer” sariec 1 cenked Mebiy | iat outa sere is [Bac Deg hoy meteor 

THE hundred yards race produced a fine struggle. “75 5 Baia 1” said Wharton. mad & depossit aooount, for whenever 

Bob Chorry wos hot fevourite for this events tor Fae | aid Harty Wasson eee? 2 8h beteo wanted to wlal Koap yout end Tino to bo a mise’ and Horde up 
Bob can ‘@ streak of lightning, But the rs ‘me, dear boy t In this swelteria’ {ap and leavo the run-getting to Linley.” ‘ouldn’t it bo ripping to be abl 


sprinters, and tho crack of tho 

as followed by a keon and breathless 
erry won tho raco by inches only,, 
fernon-Smith ond Hurree Singh, who decd- 
heated for second place, | 


went to Mark Linloy, It was a capital 
ry Wharton leading until tho last 

yy put on @ tremendous spurt and 

tain of the Removo in the nicl 

‘a yard. It was a popular victory, 

‘rd lad’ was cheered to the echo. 

. . : 


@| heat F should’ nover ‘be able to walk to), Lord Monloveror budderod and closed 
it yon at sto Feeggem irr 4 "og mach “fag, battin’ in thie broilin’ |OVe", the raile, to alight with a plomp 1} fool and overytl 
< Yi rest bere an’ watch you fellows knock teat,” ho murmured. “Why didn't you 
mornin’ —recin’ an’ | off the rung, When my chappice knock off ‘tho 
runs 


roared Bob Cherry, dancin; 
“Mouly's hit 6 six—ani much should @ schoolboy rece 
id the age of miracles | 3 


nny 
many’ wooks without ’a 
of pocket-money, says I, 

(And what would rot 
’ings ? Where would their tips come 


Maulevorer bodily 
from the deck-ohsir, and 
wicket, much to the 
amusement of the fielde- 
men and the spectators. 


They dumped down 

ete easee|GENERATIONS OF 

“ist wy. | MOUTHS FED 

SEotioverer Towose Ho ial sok bean. ee 

T wish Td never agreed to play,* be |Fortowe aye auc Teatwated es tie coeree| chat thro anges eek 
ut as it wos noccasary to taakke | Aod then he saw Bob Cherry smito thes| or. Bue if’ only, Mauly could sruater| FLY FOUND—EXCHANGED FOR CURRANT 


RON took his revenge soon 
(atk Linley over the '. 


Harry Wharton & Co,, questo at Maule. | Sade. And Lord Maulo- 
vod. 


yorwr Towors uring” Cricket Wook, Soroughly ley aftor 
Through half - closed 


‘eyes he watched Ha: 
Wharton aad Bob Chorry 


thinking-cap for a moment.” Thon, 
t 


that Master Tubby Travore 
fo was o very plump boy— 


‘ Yilup the Eleven against the Ramblers, I| boundaries in euccession, and ho tolil aifcient energy to keep ‘hie end Up, Ne 
and Squiff, the Australian very refuse. But I hope | himself comfortably that the ssrvica] there was a flne chance of victory. ie sgl 
junior, throw. the cricket be called upon to do any battin’. | of Horbort Plantagenot Mauleveror would] Whiz ! alway 
ball farther than everyone lows can knock off the bundred | not bo required. ‘The next moment hi} Mrs. MIMBLELOOKSBACK his ‘and on one great 
else. 


lordship was fast asleep. ‘cocasion—it was to celebrate 


a 


HEADMASTER WELCOMED BACK TO SCHOOL) ==-——""™ 
ie eased ermal baton Sen 


“PLEASED TO SEE YOU BACKFULLY!” be rode, but complimentary 1 


of us volunteered to accompany him to tho 
Hoad’s study and give him our moral sup- 


“SOME” ENGLISH [pore whist he reoit 


sit down t And perhaps you' 
new brand of ginger-boos I've 


my fortune by now, 
“TF oan geo him 


Whit the eld. was changing over, he ‘wealth and hay 
for you with much blecdfulness, “Whe, ‘guailed frantically to  Pillington’ to| dame handed 1 


But when we reached tho door of the Head’s i it i iced lemonade. “ i ordering * 
Our chum, Inky, thought it would be sj sanctum and heard his etern “Como in!” | {int thoted car’ elipectalhe free, eel he ee monade, Now what might you be wishing to eay to| Goncrosuy ‘was ‘his “strongest point, ot bis 
; ‘Dr. Locke returned, | in responso to Inky’s knock, wo beat hasty id erriaee ;| mo; sir 2” seked Are.’ Mirable. greatest weaknoss, whichever way you choose 


sumo his ‘at retreat. Our nervo ~, Well, Tm sure the Henato readers would | look at it. 


study—alone 1 : said Mrs. Miroble 
limbfulness, and in the pinkful condition) it 
a De Toate glanced up from) of health we ‘sus * ‘forran hip-Fip ee eros 
Hip Of pipers. fully! We salutefully kiss your esteemcd| seonte Ono, 
“Well, Hurrce Singh? he] and Indiorous feet, and bow before you enerations of Greyfriars boys.” eee ee vh 
inquired. r ‘with respectable salaams.” : "Did the follows eat more inthe ‘good day he bought o helfpeany bun, nd when he 
3 


} came to eat it he found a fly int. So what do 
iuk he did? Brought the bun back to 
‘and wanted the fly exchanged for a. 


the mean boundors 1" T gasped. 
some more of your quaint 


than they do in the bad now ones 
ed. 


At this point Inky made a deep bow 
| He turned his head to see if wo were doing| 
likewise, only to Sed that we had evaporstes| 
and he was alone in the study t 
“Most Worthy and Lndi-) And then Inky's nerve failed. Hestiy 
erous Headmaster Sahib, depositing the A ‘on the Head's tabia| 


“On the whole 1 think they did. You 
in the old days they had no other use for theit 
Pocket-money. Thoro were no 
to go to, or wireless sets to buy. 
‘the money was spent on tuck.” 


moment the tuckshop was sud- 


“We cannot find wordful- | he ti nd souttied array like « soarsi§iave to be won by boundary hits, So the) |“ Who wos the best customer you'vo ever by a swarm of thirsty erioketers, 
ally convey |rabbit, leaving Dr, Locke to peruse te| Laoeshie' iad opened ie ‘shoulders, | had 2” and I was reluctantly compelled to bring the 
at clapfully [remainder of the Address at his leisure. | and drove the next ball to the rails. “ Ab, now you're asking, sir! I shall need to "interview toa close. 


